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Thou  art  the  way — to  tliee  alone,  64 

Thou  God  of  glorious  n^ajesty,  159 

Thou  God  of  sovereicrn  trract-,  248 

']'hou,  Lord,  art  light;  thy  native  ray,  11 

Thou  lovely  source  of  true  delight,  '29 

Thou  Prince  of  glory,  slain  for  nie,  81 

Thou  source  of  nny  salvntion,  'S'i 

Thou  sweet  gliding  Cedron,  by  thy  silver  20 

Through  all  the  changing  scenes  of  life,  7 

Throughout  the  hours  of  darkness  dim,  221 
Through  sorrow's  night,  and  danger's  path,  252 

Thy  bounties,  gracious  Lord,  191 

Thy  healing  spirit,  L(^rd,  impart,  127 

"^riiy  way,  O  Lord,  is  in  the  sea,  11 

Time  is  winging  us  away,  150 

'T  is  a  point  I  long  to  know,  111 

'T  is  God  the  Spirit  leads,  47 

'T  is  midnight — and  on  Olive's  brow,  23 

'  r  is  the  hour  when  silent  thought,  250 

To  Jesus,  the  crown  of  my  hcpe,  251 

To-morrow,  Lord,  is  thine,  150 

To  Thee,  my  Shepherd,  and  my  Lrrd,  34 

Unshaken  as  the  sacred  hill,  1  12 

Unveil  thy  bosom,  faithful  tomb,  158 

Vital  spark  of  heavenly  flame,             •  15(5 

Walk  in  the  light  .'  so  shak  thou  know,  120 

Watchman  !   tell  us  of  the  night,  192 

We  come  at  evening's  solemn  hour,  210 

We  lift  our  he.irts  to  thee,  42 


\ir  IM)]:X  or  i  IRST  LINKS. 


We  UQc<\  not  bid  lor  cloi^leJ^'d  ctA],  1^1 

We've  no  ahidiiiir  oity  lure,  liH 

Welcome,  sweet  d;)}  (  f  rest,  57 

Whiit  secr«'t  h;in<l  ;!t  riK.riiinir  Ijghf,  209 

What  sinners  value.  1  resign,  J39 

W^hat  various  liiiid'rances  we  meet,  5'-J 

When  all  thy  mercies,  ()  n\y  God,  230 
\Vhcn  daikne-is  lcn<r  h:is  veiled  my  mind,      109 

NVlien  I  can  read  n  y  title  clear,  138 

When  I  review  my  way?,  84 

W^hen  Jannruor  and  disease  invade.  13S 

When  m.-irsiialied  on  the  nightly  plain,  14 

When'morning's  first  and  hallovv'ed  ray,  245 

When  my  voice  at  morn  and  even,  249 

When,  O  dear  Jesus,  when  shall  I,  214 

Wiien  on  her  Maker's  bosom,  230 

%Vhen  overwheltned  with  grief,  80 

\Vhen  shall  the  voice  of  singings  177 

When  shall  we  meet  again,  71 

V/hen  the  parting  bosom  bleeds,  220 

When  the  vale  of  death  appears,  25! 

When  the  woes  of  life  o'ertake  we^  1G9 

When  the  worn  spirit  wants  repose,  58 

When  Thou,  m\  righteous  JudgCj  162 

When  thy  mortal  life  is  fled,  162 

When  we,  our  wearied  limbs  to  rest,  190 

Where  is  my  God  ^ — does  he  retire,  77 

Where  two  or  three  with  sweet  accord,  68 

W  hile  I  to  grief  my  soul  gave  w'ay,  197 

While  life  prolongs  its  precious  light,  92 

^\'hi!e  my  Redeemer's  near,  44 

While  Thee  I  seek,  protecting  power,  61 

W^hile  with  ceaseless  course  the  sun,  223 

"NVho,  but  Thou,  Almighty  Spirit,  181 

Who  can  forbear  to  sing,  198 

Wh.\  O  Lord,  vAirn  lilb  is  o'er,  218 


TXDi:x  or  ri !isr  fjM:s 


Why  do  we  mourn  ilepartiiij]^  frlerji]-, 
Why,  on  the  bendincr  wiilous  liuriir. 
AVhy  should  ue  start,  and  fear  to  die, 
VVIiy  vyill  ye  \v.'i>te  on  triHinir  carfs, 
Within  these  qniet  wails,  C)  Lord. 
Yii  christian  heralds, ';'o;o,  proclaim, 
Ye  glitterini^  tovs  of  earth,  adieu, 
Yc  humble  souls,  approach  your  ii.n]^ 
Ye  joyous  ones  !   upon  whose  hrow. 
Yes,  my  natiye  land,  1  l«>ye  thee. 
Yet  who  this  feart'ui  deed  Inth  wron^rlit. 
Your  hiirps.  ye  trernblinir  saint-^. 
Zmx,  awake  ! — thy  strencrrh  renew, 
''^'on.  lift  thy  ripturcd  eye. 
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HTMNS. 


L        WORSHIP. 

|.  C.    P.    M.  H,    MOUE. 

The  Loi-€  of  God. 

1  Mv  God,  thy  boundless  love  1  praise  \ 
How  bright  on  high  its  glories  i)laze  ! 

liow  sweetly  bloom  below  ! 
It  stre;iu5s  from  thine  eternal  throne  ; 
Through  heaven  its  joys  forever  run, 

And  o'er  the  eartli  they  flow. 

2  'Tis  love  that  paints  the  purple  morn, 
And  bids  the  clouds,  in  air  upborne, 

Their  genial  drops  distill; 
In  every  vernal  beam  it  glows, 
And  breathes,  in  every  gale  that  blows^ 

And  glides  in  every  rilL 

'J  J3iit  ii!  the  gosjxd  it  appears 
In  sweeter,  fairer  characters, 

And  charuis  the  ravish'd  breast ; 
Tliere,  love  immortal  leaves  the  sky, 
To  wipe  the  drooping  mourner's  eye, 

A  lid  give  the  weary  rest. 

4  Then  let  the  love  that  makes  nic  blest. 
With  olu'erful  praise  inspire  my  breast, 

And  ardent  gratitude  ; 
And  all  my  thoughts  and  passions  tend 
To  fhoe,  my  Father  and  my  Friend. 

My  "i'jvA'ti  etorn-il  good, 

A 


WORSHIP.  2,  3. 


5J.  CM.  STEELE, 

Goodness  of  God. 

1  Ye  humble  souls,  approach  your  God 

With  songs  of  sacred  praise  ; 
For  he  is  good,  immensely  good, 
Ar.d  kind  are  all  his  ways. 

2  All  nature  owns  his  goardian  care, 

In  him  we  live  and  move  ; 
But  nobler  benefits  declare 
The  wonders  of  his  love. 

3  lie  ga>e  his  Son,  his  only  Son, 

To  ransom  rebel  worms: 
'Tis  here  he  makes  liis  goodness  kncrwn 
In  its  diviner  forms. 

4  To  this  dear  refuge,  Lord,  we  come  ; 

'Tis  here  our  hope  Teli«s^'; 
A  safe  defence,  a  peaceful  homc^ 
W^hen  storms  of  trouble  rise. 

3,  C.  ^1.    SPIKItI'oFTIIE  rSAL.tff' 

Lord,  what  is  Man  ? 

1  JrJ[ovAJi,Lord  of  power  and  m'jght,. 

How  glorious  is  thy  name  ! 
The  blaze  of  day— the  pomp  of  night. 
Thy  majesty  proclaim. 

2  Lord,  wMjat  is  man— weak,  sinful  man— 

That  he  thy  care  shci^ld  prove  ; 
That  thon  for  him  shonld'st  deign  to  plan 
Such  mighty  acts  of  l«ve  ' 

3  Made  in  thine  image  at  his  birth- 

Next  to  the  heaven'ly  host , 
And  sovereign  of  the   new-fermr*l  cnnh. 
En.ch  pri\ilcgc  he  lo^"t'. 


WORSHIP.  4. 


4  Then  did  the  pitying  Savior  leave 

The  glories  of  the  sky,— 
Oh  !  love  too  wondrous  to  conceive ! 
For  sinful  man  to  die, — 

5  To  die,  that  we,  by  grace  restored, 

Might  life  and  glory  claim — 
O  great  Creator,  Savior,  Lord, 
How  excellent  thy  nam^e  !! 

%.  L.    P.    M.  MOORE. 

Ail  things  arc  of  God. 

1  Thotj  art,  O  God,  the  life  and  light 
Of  nil  this  wondrous  world  we  see; 
Its  glow  by  day,  its  smile  by  night, 
Are  but  reflections  caught  from  thee; 
Where'er  we  tarn,  fchy  glories  shine, 
And  all  things  fair  und  brigbt  are  thine. 

•2  When  day,  with  farewell  beaiias  delays 
Among  the  opening  crowds  of  even. 
And  we  can  almost  think  we  gaze, 
Through  opening  -vistas  into  heaven; 
Those  hues  that  mark  the  sun's  decline. 
So  soft,  so  radiant,  Lord,  are  thine. 

S  When  night,  with  wings  of  starry  gloom, 
O'ershadows  all  the  earth  and  skies, 
[Like  some  dark,  beauteous  bird,  whose  plume 

Is  sparkling  with  unnumber'd  eyes ; 
T^at  sacred  gloom,  those  fires  divine, 
So  grand,  so  countless.  Lord,  are  thine. 

"*  AV'hen  youthful  spring  around  us  breatlies, 
Thy  Spirit  warms  her  fragrant  sigh  ; 
And  every  flower  that  summer  wreathe?, 
Is  born  beneath  that  kindling  eye: 
Where'er  we  tuim,  thy  glories  shine^ 
And  all  things  fair  and  bright  are  thine. 


WORSHIP. 


S.  C.     M,  nOPDRIDCK. 

J)Ii/  Father. 

1  SovFREiGX  of  all  the  worlds  on  high, 

Allow  my  humble  claim  : 
Nor,  when  I  raise  my  guilty  head. 
Disdain  a  father's  name. 

2  My  Father — God  !  how  sweet  the  sound  f 

How  tender — and  how  dear ! 
Not  all  the  harmony  of  heaven 
Could  so  delight  the  ear. 

8  Come,  sacred  Spirit,  seal  the  name 
On  my  expanding  heart  ; 
And  show  that  in  Jehovah's  grace 
I  share  a  filial  part. 

4  Cheered  by  a  signal  so  divine. 
Unwavering  I  believe  ; 
And  Abba,  Father,  humbly  cry  ; 
Nor  can  the  sign  deceive. 

6.  C.    I\I.  SCOTT, 

God  almighty  and  omniprcsmt. 

1  Grkat  God,  thy  penetrating  eye 

Pervades  tny  iinnost  powers: 
AVith  awe  profound  my  wondering  soul 
Falls  prostrate,  and  adores. 

2  To  be  encompassed  round  witii  God, 

The  holy  and  the  just ; 
Armed  with  omnipotence  to  save. 
Or  crumble  me  to  dust — 

3  O,  how  tremendous  is  the  thought  ! 

Deep  may  it  be  impressed  ! 
And  may  thy  S{)irit  firmly  grnve 
This  truth  within  inv  breast! 


WORSHIP.     7,  8.  ,  5 


4  Begirt  with  thee,  my  fearless  soul 

The  gloomy  vale  shall  tread  ; 
•   And  thou  wilt  bind  th'  immortal  crown 
Of  glory  on  my  head. 

7.  C.    M.  DR.  THOMSON. 

trocVs  gracious  Power. 

1  Jehovah,  God!  thy  gracious  power 

On  every  hand  we  see  ; 
O  may  the  blessings  of  each  hour 
Lead  ail  our  thoughts  to  thee  ? 

2  If,  on  the  wings  of  morn,  we  speed 

To  earth's  remotest  bound, 
Thy  hand  will  there  our  journey  lead, 
Thine  arm  our  path  surround. 

tJ  Thy  power  is  in  the  ocean  deeps. 
And  reaches  to  the  r^k !(-',«  ; 
Thine  eye  of  mercy  never  sleeps, 
Tliy  goodness  never  dies. 

4  From  morn  till  noon — till  latest  e\e, 

'J'liy  hand,  O  God,  we  see  ; 
And  all  the  blessings  we  receive, 
Proceed  alone  from  thee. 

5  In  all  the  varying  scenes  of  time, 

On  thee  our  hopes  depend  ; 

in  every  age — in  every  clime. 

Our  father  and  our  Friend. 

S.  L.    M.  SCOTT. 

Praise  for  sparing  Mercy. 
1  God  of  my  life,  to  thee  belong 
The  grateful  heart,  the  joyful  song  ; 
Touched  by  thy  love,  each  tuneful  chord 
Resounds  the  goodness  of  the  Lord. 


6  WORSHIP,     9. 

*2  Thou  hast  preserved  my  fleeting  breath, 
And  chased  the  gloomy  shades  of  death. 
The  venomed  arrows  vainly  fly^ 
While  God,  our  great  deliverer's  nigh. 

3  Yet  why,  dear  Lord,  this  tender  care* 
W'hy  does  thy  hand  so  kindly  rear 

A  useless  cumbere*  of  the  ground. 
On  which  so  little- frutt  is  found  } 

4  Still  let  the  barren  fig-tree  stand, 
Upheld  and  fostered  by  thy  hand  ; 
And  let  its  fruit  and  verdure  be 
A  grateful  tribtjjiie,  Lord,  to  thee. 

5  So  shall  thy  praise  employ  my  breath 
Through  life — audi  m  the  arms  of  deaths 
My  soil,  the  pleasant  theme  prolong  :: 
Thfe'a2it?8  to  aid  lh''an;<rGlic  soag.. 


9,  C.    M.  HEOrXBOTMAM. 

The  Yicissiiiidcs  af  JL'fe. 

\  is  all  thy  mereies  m-ay  my  soal 
A  Father^  bounty  see  ;• 
Psor  let  the  gifts  thy  grace  bestow* 
Est'yai>ge  my  heart  from  thee. 

2  Teach  me  in  time  of  deep  distress 
To  own  thy  hand,  my  God, 
And  in  submissive  silence  hear 
The  lessons  of  thy  rod. 

S  In  every  varying  mortal  state. 

Each  bright,  each  gloomy  scene^ 
Give  me  a  meek  and  humble  niind. 
Still  equal  and  sereae. 


WORSHIP.     10,  n 


4  Then  shall  I  close  mine  eyes  in  deatli, 
Without  one  anxious  fear  ; 
For  death  itself  is  life,  my  God, 
If  thou  art  with  me  there. 

10.  S.   M.  wAirs. 

God's   Compassiu7i. 

1  TiiF.  pity  of  the  Lord 

To  those  that  fear  his  name, 

Is  sucli  as  tender  parents  feel  ; 

He  knows  our  feeble  tVanie. 

2  He  knows  we  are  but  dust, 

Scatter'd  by  every  breath  ; 
His  anger,  like  a  risinjr  win<i. 
Can  send  us  swift  to  death. 

3  Our  days  are  as  the  grass, 

Or  like  the  uiorning  flower  ; 
If  one  sharp  blast  sweep  o'er  the  fie' 
It  withers  in  an  hour. 

4  But  thy  coirpassioiis,  Lord, 

To  endless  years  endure  ; 
And  children's  children  ever  find 
Thy  words  of  promise  sure. 

I   J.  C.     M.  TATl<:   AM>  BRADY, 

Safety  in  God, 

1  TuROLGH  all  the  changing  scenes  of  life, 

In  trouble  and  in  joy, 
The  praises  of  my  God  shall  still 
My  heart  and  tongue  employ. 

2  The  hosts  of  God  encamp  around 

The  dwellings  of  the  just ; 
Deliverance  he  aifords  to  all 
Who  in  his  succor  trust. 


8  WORSHIP.     1-2,  13,  14. 


3  O  make  but  trial  of  liis  love  ! 

Kxperietice  will  decide 
How  blest  they  are,  and  only  they, 
VV^ho  ill  his  trutli  contide. 

4  Fear  him,  ye  saints,  and  you  will  then 

Have  nothing  else  to  fear  ; 
Make  y(  u  his  service  your  delight, 
He'll  make  your  wants  his  care. 

IS.  L-    ^i-  MME.  OUION, 

The  peace,  of  God. 

1  O  TiioiJ,  by  long  experience  tried, 
Near  whom  no  grief  can  long  abide  ; — 
My  Lord,  how  full  of  sweet  content 
My  years  of  pilgrimage  are  spent. 

2  All  scenes  alike  engaging  prove 

To  souls  impressed  with  sacred  love  ; 
In  heaven,  on  earth,  or  on  the  sea, 
Where'er  they  dwell,  they  dwell  with  thee. 

13.  C.    M.       CH.   PSALMODr. 

1  Faithful,  OtLord,  thy  mercies  are; 

A  rock  that  cannot  move  : 

A  thousand  promises  declare 

Thy  constancy  of  love. 

2  Throughout  the  universe  it  reigns, 

It  stands  forever  sure  ; 
And  while  thy  trutli,  O  God,  remaina, 
Thy  goodness  shall  endure. 

14.  C.    M.  BURDEN. 

1   Come,  ye  that  know  and  fear  the  Lord, 
And  lift  your  souls  above  ; 
Let  every  heart  and  voice  accord, 
To  sing,  that  God  is  love. 


WORSHIP.     15. 


2  This  precious  truth  his  word  declares, 
And  all  his  mercies  prove  ; 
While  Christ,  tii'  atoning  Lamb,  appears, 
To  show,  that  God  is  love. 

8  Behold  his  loving-kindness  waits, 
For  those  who  from  him  rove, 
And  calls  of  mercy  reach  their  hearts. 
To  teach  them,  God  is  love. 

4  And  oh  that  you,  whose  hardened  hearts 

No  fears  of  hell  can  move, 
May  hear  the  Gospel's  milder  voice — 
That  tells  you,  God  is  love. 

5  O  may  we  all,  while  here  below, 

'J'his  best  of  blessings  prove  ; 
Till  warmer  hearts — in  brighter  worlds, 
Shall  shout,  that  God  is  love. 

]«S.  8s    &   7s.  BOWRINO. 

God  is  Loi'e, 

1    God  is  love;  his  mercy  brightens 
All  the  path  in  which  we  rove; 
Bliss  he  wakes   and  woe  he  lightens; 
God  is  wisdom,  God  is  love. 

2  Chance  and  change  are  busy  ever  ; 

Man  decays,  and  ages  move ; 
But  his  mercy  waneth  never  ; 
God  is  W^isdom,  God  is  love. 

3  E'en  the  hour  that  darkest  seemeth 

Will  his  changeless  goodness  prove  ; 
From  the  gloom  his  brightness  streaineth ; 
God  is  wisdom,  God  is  love. 

^     4  He  with  earthly  cares  entwineth 
Hope  and  comfort  from  above  : 
Everywhere  his  glory  shineth  ; 
God  ie  wisdom.  God  is  love. 


10  WORSHIP.     16,  17. 


iO.      '  CM.  CM.   PSALMODY. 

God  is  Lovr. 

1  Amid  the  splendors  of  thy  state, 

O  Gcd,  thy  love  appears. 
Soft  as  the  ndiance  of  the  moon 
Among  a  thousand  stars. 

2  In  all  thy  doctrines  and  commands, 

Thy  counsels  and  designs, 
In  every  work  tiiy  hands  have  framed, 
Thy  love  supremely  shines. 

3  Sinai,  in  clouds,  and  smoke,  and  (ire, 

Thunders  thine  awful  name  ; 
But  Zion  sings,  in  melting  notes, 
The  honors  of  the  Lamb. 

4  Angels  and  n)en  the  news  proclaim 

Through  earth  and  heaven  al>ove, 
And  all  with  holy  transport  sing 
That  God  the  Lord  is  love. 


IT.  L.     ]M.  MRS.    HKMANS. 

What  is  man,  that  thou  art  mindful  of  him  ? 

1   CurLD  of  the  earth  !  O  lift  thy  glance 
To  yon  bright  firmament's  expanse  ; 
Count  o'er  those  lamps  of  quenchless  light, 
That  sparkle  through  the  shades  of  night : — 

1   What  then  art  t/wu,  O  child  of  clay  ! 
Amid  creation's  grandeur,  say  ? 
E'en  as  an  insec't  on  the  breeze. 
E'en  as  a  dew-drop,  lost  in  seas  ! 

3  Yet  fear  thou  not! — the  sovereign  hand 
Which  spread  the  ocean  and  the  land, 
And  hung  the  rolling  spheres  in  air, 
Hath,  e'en  for  thee,  a  father  s  care. 


WORSHIP.  18,  19,  20.  1 1 


18.  L.    M.  BRYANT, 

The  world  is  full  of  God. 

1   All  that  in  this  wide  world  we  see, 
Almighty  Father,  speaks  of  thee; 
And  in  the  darkness,  or  the  day, 
Thy  monitors  surround  our  way. 


2 


Each  mercy  sent  when  sorrows  lower, 
Each  hiessing  of  the  passing  hour, 
All  we  enjoy,  and  all  we  love, 
Bring  with  tli<rm  blessings*  from  above. 

19.  C.    M.  F.\WCETT. 

The  Mysteries  of  Providence, 

1  Thy  H-ay,  O  Lord,  is  in  the  sea  ; 

Thy  paths  I  cannot  trace, 
Nor  comprehend  the  mystery 
Of  thine  unbounded  grac^*. 

2  'Tis  but  in  part  1  know  thy  will  ; 

I  bless  thee  for  the  sight :  — 
When  will  thy  love  the  rest  reveal, 
In  glory's  clearer  light  ? 

1   With  rapture  shall  I  then  survey 
Thy  providence  and  grace  ; 
And  spend  an  everlasting  day 
in  wonder,  love,  and  praise. 

20.  L.    M.  FROM  THE  GERMAN, 

Praise. 

1  Thou,  Lord,  art  light;  thy  native  ray, 
No  shade,  no  variation  knows; 
To  our  dark  souls  thy  light  display, 
The  glory  of  thy  face  disclose, 

A— 6 


I'J  WOKSfllP.    21,-i'l 

2  Thou  Lord,  ;irt  love;  tlie  tbuiitain  thou, 
Wiience  mercy  unexhausted  Hows  j 
On  hurren  hearts,  O  shed  it  now, 
And  make  the  desert  bear  the  rose. 

53  So  shnl!  our  every  power  to  thee 
Jn  love  and  holy  service  rise  ; 
Yea,  body,  soul,  and  spirit  be 
Tliine  ever-living  sacrifice. 

SI.  lis.  drummond. 

A  voice  from  tkc  deserts 
1  A  voK  r.  from  the  desert  comes  awful  and  shrill, 
Tile  Lord  is  Jidvanciiit,'— prepiire  y^^  the  way  ; 
Tlie  word  ot"  Jehovah  he  comes  to  fulfil, 
And  o'er  the  dark  world  pour  the  splendor  of  day. 

-Z   Bring  down  tiic  proud  mountain,  tho'  towering 

to  hcjiveii, 
And  be  the  loVv'  v;i!lpy  eXfilted  on  high; 
The  rough  path  and  crooked,  be  made  smooth 

and  even, 
For  Zion,  your  King,  your  Redeemer  is  nigh. 

\\  The  beams  of  salvation  his  progress  illumine, 
The  lone  dreary  wilderness  sings  of  her  God, 
Tlie  rose  and  the  myrtle  shall  suddenly  bloom. 
And  the  olive  of  peace  spread  its  branches  abroad. 

S3.  C    M.  DODDRIDGE. 

Christ's  Adviiit. 

1  ILahk  !  the  glad  sound  !   the  Savior  come;', 

The  Savior  ])rclnised  long! 
Let  every  heart  prepare  a  throne, 
And  every  voice  a  song. 

2  lie  comes — from  thickest  films  of  vice 

To  clear  the  mental  ray  ; 
And  on  the  eyes  oppressed  with  night, 
To  pour  c'-'estiul  d;iy  = 
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3  He  comes — tJie  broken  heart  to  biiid^ 

The  bleeding  soul  to  cure  ; 
And,  with  the  treasures  of  his  grace, 
T'  enrich  the  humble  poor. 

4  Our  gjad  hosannas,  Prince  of  Peace, 

Thy  welcome  shall  proclaim; 
And  heaven's  eternal  arches  ring 
With  thy  beloved  name, 

1  Caoi  on  the  listening-  ear  of  night 

Come  heaven's  melodious  strains, 
Where  wild  Judeii  stretches  far 
Her  silver-mantled  plains. 

2  Celestial  choirs,  from  cotirts  abore, 

Shed  sacred  glorie.^  there  ; 
And  angels,  with  their  sparkling  lyres. 
Make  music  on  the  air, 

3  The  answering  hills  of  Palestine 

Send  back  the  glad  reply ; 
And  greet,  from  all  their  holy  heights, 
The  day-spring  from  on  higlii 

4  O'er  the  blue-depths  of  Galilee 

There  comes  a  holier  calm, 
And  Sharon  wares,  in  solenm  praise, 
Her  silent  groves  of  palm. 

5  "Glory  to  God  !"  the  sounding  *kics 

Loud  with  their  anthems  sing- — 
"Peace  to  the  earth — good  will  to  men, 
From  heaven's  Eteinul  King!'' 

(3  Light  on  thy  hills,  Jerusale7n  ! 
The  Savior  now  is  born  ! 
And  bright  on  Bethlehenrs  joyous  plains 
%e:iks  the  iirst  Chri^tniLi:^  niom. 
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24:.  L.    M.  H.  K.   WHITE. 

The  Star  of  Bciklehem. 

1  When  marshalled  on  the  nightly  plain. 
The  glittering  host  bestud  the  sky, 
One  star  alone,  of  all  the  train, 

Can  fix  the  sinner's  wandering  eye. 

2  Hark  !  hark  !  to  God  the  chorus   breaks, 
From  every  host,  froni  every  gem  ; 

But  one  alone  the  Savior  speaks ; 
Jt  i.«  the  .star  of  Bethlehem. 

H  t)nce  vu  the  ragintj  seas  I  rodr  ; 

The  storm  was  loud,  the  rnufht  was  durk, 
The  ocean  yawned,  imd  rudely  blovved 
The  wind  that  tossed  my  foundering  bark. 

4    Derp  horror  then  my  vitals  froze; 

Deatli-slruck.  1  cens(  d  the  tide  to  stem  ; 
When  suddenly  a  star  arose; 
It  was  the  star  of  Bethlehem. 

r>   It  was  my  guide,  my  light,  my   all; 
It  bade  my  dark  torebodings  cense  ; 
And  through  the  storm,  and  danger's  thrall, 
It  led  Hie  to  the  pert  of  peace. 

6  Now  safely  moored,  my  perils  o'er, 
I'll  sing,  first  in  night's  diadem, 
Forever  and  forevermnre, 
The  star,  the  star  of  Bethlehem. 

JS5>  C    M.    SPiRir    OF    TUEFSALMJ*. 

The  guuiiti^  tStar. 

I,    JjFnriUT  was  the  guiding  star  that  led, 
vVith  mild  benign  int  ray, 
Th«^  Gentiles  to  the  lowlv  shed 
WJicrc  the  Hcdeeiner  ln\ . 
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^  But  lo  !  a  brighter,  clearer  light, 
Now  points  to  Wis  abode. 
It  shines  through  sin  and  sorrcw's  nighty 
To  guide  us  to  our  Lord. 

3  O  haste  to  follow  where  it  leads  ; 
The  gracious  call  obey  ; 
Be  rugged  wilds,  or  flowery  meads, 
The^Christiau's  destined  way. 

5  O  gladly  tread  the  narrow  path, 

While  light  and  grace  are  given  ; 
Who  meekly  follow  Christ  on  ear  th, 
Shall  reiffn  with  him  in  heaven. 


S6.  H.    ICs.  HEIJER. 

The  infant  Saviour, 

1  Brightest  and  best  of  the  sons  of  the  niorning, 
Dawn  on  our  darkness,  and  lend  us  thine  aid  ! 
Star  of  the  east,  the  horizon  adorning, 
Guide  where  our  infant  Redeemer  is  laid. 

2  Cold  on  his  cradle  the  dew-drops  are  shining, 
Low  lies  his  bed  with  the  beasts  of  the  stall ; 
Angels  adore  him,  in  slumber  reclining, 
Maker,  and  Monarch,  and  Saviour  of  all ! 

3  Say,  shall  we  yield  him  in  costly  devotion, 
Odors  of  Edom,  and  offerings  divine  ? 
Gems  of  the  mountain,  and  pearls  of  the  ccean, 
Myrrh  from  the  forest, and  gold  from  the  mine  ? 

4  Vainly  we  offer  each  ample  oblation  ; 
Vainly  with  gold  would  his  favor  secure: 
Richer  by  far  is  the  heart's  adoration, 
Dearer  ti)  God  are  the  prayers  of  the  poor! 
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ST.  8    7    &    4s,  MONTGOMERV, 

Call  to  tcorship  the  ncw-horn  Savior. 

I   Angkls  !  from  the  realms  of  glory, 
Wing  your  flight  o'er  all  the  earth  ; 
Ye,  who  sang  creation's  story, 

Now  proclaim  Messiali's  birth  : 
Come  and  worship  — 

Worship  Christ,  the  new-born  King. 

2  Shepherds!  in  the  field  abiding, 

Watchiiig  o'er  your  flocks  by  night ; 
God  with  man  is  now  residing, 

Yonder  shines  the  heavenly  light : 
Come  and  worship — 

Worship  Christ,  the  new-born  king. 

3  Saints!   before  the  altar  bending. 

Watching  long  in  hope  and  fear, 
Suddenly  the  Lord,  descending, 

In  his  temple  shall  a])pear  : 
Come  and  worship  — 

Worship  Christ,  the  new-born  king. 

4  Sinners!   bowed  in  true  repentance. 

Doomed  for  guilt  to  endless  pains, 
Justice  now  revokes  the  sentence, 

Mercy  calls  you — break  your  chains  : 
Come  and  worship — 

Worship  Christ,  the  new-b/orn  King. 

S8.  L.     ]V).  CAMPHELL. 

The  nathntij. 

1   Zrox  lift  tl>y  raptured  eye. 
The  long  expected  hour  is  nigh  ; 
The  joys  of  nature  rise  again, 
'Vhe  prince  of  Salem  comes  to  reign. 
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*2  See,  mercy  from  her  golden  urn 

Pours  a  rich  stream  to  tliose  that  mourn  ! 
Behold,  she  binds  with  tender  care, 
The  bleeding  bosom  of  despair  ! 

3  He  comes  to  cheer  the  trembling  heart, 
Bids  Satan  and  his  host  depart; 
Again  the  Day-Star  gilds  the  gloom, 
A  sain  the  bowers  of  Eden  bloom. 

90.  7s.  MOMTGO.MKRV. 

1  Bright  and  joyful  is  the  morn, 
For  to  us  a  child  is  born  ; 

From  the  highest  realms  of  heaven 
Unto  us  a  Son  is  given. 

2  On  his  shoulder  he  shnil  bear 
Power  and  nuijesty — and  wear 
On  his  vesture  nnd  his  thigh, 
Names  most  awi'ul — names  most  high. 

3  Wonderful  in  counsel  he, 
Christ  th'  incaruate  Deity, 
Sire  of  nges  ne'er  to  cease, 

King  of  kings,  and  Prince  of  Peace. 

4  Come  and  worshij)  at  liis  feet, 
Yield  to  him  the  homage  meet  ; 
From  his  nianger  to  his  throne, 
Homage  due  to  God  alone. 

30.  C.    M,  CII,   I'SAL.MOOi. 

Miracles  of  Christ. 

1  Jesus,  and  didst  thou  condescend, 
When  veiled  in  human  clay. 
To  heal  the  sick,  the  lame,  the  blind^ 
And  drive  disease  away  ? 
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2  Did';!  tliou  renrard  tlie  bp^ornr's  cry, 

And  cr'we  the  blind  to  see  ?  — 
Jesus,  thou  Son  of  David,  hear — 
liave  mercy,  too,  on  nie  ! 

3  And  did-^t  thou  pity  mortai  wo. 

And  siirlit  find  he;ilth  restore? — 
Oh  p-iy,  Lord,  and  save  niy  soul, 
Which  needs  thy  mercy  more  ! 

4  D'dst  tliou  thy  trernblincr  servant  rai?e, 

W^heii  sitiking  in  the  wave? — 
I  perish.  Lord  ! — oh,  save  my  soul  ! 
For  thou  alone  canst  save. 

3!.  C.  M.  w.vrrs. 

Salvaliun. 

I   Sai.vatiox  I  O,  the  joyful  sound  ! 
'Tis  pleasure  to  our  ears  ; 
A  sovereign  bahn  for  every  wound, 
A  cordial  for  ».tur  fears. 

'2   Buried  in  sorrow  and  in  sin. 
At  hell's  dark  door  we  lay  ; 
But  we  arise  by  grace  divine, 
To  see  a  heavenly  day. 

3  Salvntion  !  let  the  echo  fly, 
The  spacious  earth  around, 
While  all  the  armies  of  the  sky 
Conspire  to  raise  the  sound. 

3!^.  C.    M.  COWPER. 

Sufficiency  of  the  Atonement. 

1   There  is  a  fountain,  filled  with  blood, 
Drawn  from  Immanuers  veins  ; 
And  sinners,  plunged  beneath  that  flood, 
Lose  all  their  guilty  stains. 
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2  The  dyincr  thief  rejoiced  to  see 

That  fountain,  in  his  day  ; 
And  there  may  I,  though  vile  as  he, 
Wash  all  my  sins  away. 

3  Thou  dying  Lamb  !  thy  precious  blood 

Shall  never  lose  its  power, 
Till  all  the  ransomed  church  of  God 
Are  saved,  to  sin  no  more. 

4  Since  first,  by  faith,  I  saw  the  stream 

Thy  flowing  wounds  supply, 
Redeeming  love  has  been  my  theme, 
And  shall  be,  till  I  die. 

5  And  when  this  feeble,  stammering  tongue 

Lies  silent  in  the  grave — 
Then,  ill  a  nobler,  sweeter  song, 
ni  sing  thy  power  to  save. 

33.  L.     M.  STEELE. 

Chrht  the  Pliysiciati  of  the  Soul. 

\  Dfep  are  the  wounds  which  sin  has  made 
Where  shall  ihe  sinner  find  a  cure  ? 
Jn  vain,  alas!  is  nature's  aid; 
The  work  exceeds  her  utmost  power. 

2  But  can  no  sovereign  balm  be  found  ? 
And  is  no  kind  physician  nigh, 

'Co  ease  the  pam,  and  heal  the  wound, 
Ere  life  and  hope  forever  fly  ? 

3  Yes,  there's  a  great  physician  near  ; 
Look  up,  my  fainting  soul,  and  live  ! 
See,  in  his  heavenly  smiles  appear 
Such  help  as  nature  cannot  give  ! 

4  See,  in  the  Savior's  dying  blood, 
Life,  health,  and  bliss  abundant  flow ! 
*T  is  only  that  dear  sacred  flood 

Can  ease  thy  pain — and  heal  thy  wo. 
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34.  7y.  TOPLADY. 

Christ  the  Rock  of  Ages. 

1  Rock  of  ages  !  cleft  for  in e, 
Let  me  hide  myself  in  tliee  ; 
Let  the  water  and  the  blood, 
From  thy  side,  a  healing  flood. 
Be  of  fear  and  sin  the  cure  ; 

8ave  from  wrath,  and  make  me  p«re> 

2  Should  my  tears  forever  flow, 
Should  my  zeal  no  languor  know. 
This  for  sin  could  not  atone  ; 
Thou  must  save^  and  thou  aluiie  : 
In  my  hand  no  price  I  bring, 
Simply  to  thy  cross  1  cling. 

3  While  I  draw  this  fleeting  breath, 
When  mine  eye-lid?  close  in  death, 
Wheii  [  rise  to  worlds  unknown. 
And  behold  thee  on  thy  throne, — - 
Rock  of  ages  !  cleft  for  me, 

Let  me  liide  myself  in  thee. 

:!0.  €.  M. 

i   "Have  mercy.  Lord — liare  itiorry,  Lord," 
The  eager  bliFid  man  rried  : 
The  Saviour  spoke  the  healing  v>-ofd — 
The  prayer  was  not  denied. 

2  The  weary  one  in  strength  arose  ; 

The  deaf  w^as  made  to  hear  : 
The  Saviour  bade  the  winds  repose. 
And  wiped  the  widow's  tear. 

3  He  wept  in  silence  by  the  grave, 

Then  called  the  dead  by  name, 
His  arm  had  strength  enough  to  save  — 
The  dead  arose  and  came. 
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4  Beyond  these  scenes  of  mortal  ivo 

The  Saviour  rose  to  dwell  : 
But  still  he  sees  the  tears  that  dow, 
The  hearts  vrith  grief  that  swelL 

5  Dear  Saviour,  still  thy  changeless  love   . 

The  contrite  soul  can  heal  ; 
Then  shine  upon  us  from  above, 
And  all  thy  hve  reveal. 

36.  S.M,  WATTS* 

I   Not  all  the  blood  of  beasts, 
On  Jewish  altars  slain, 
Could  give  the  guilty  conscienice  peace, 
Or  wash  away  the  stain. 

S  But  Christ,  the  heavenly  Lamb, 
Takes  all  our  sins  away  ; 
A  sacrifice  of  nobler  name. 
And  richer  blood  than  they. 

3  My  faith  would  lay  her  hand 

On  that  dear  head  of  thine, 
While  like  a  penitent  I  stand, 
And  there  confess  my  sin, 

4  My  soul  looks  back  to  see 

The  burdens  thou  didst  bear, 
When  hanging  on  the  cursed  tree, 
And  liopes  her  guilt  was  there. 

ST.  C.  M.  STEELE-^ 

Pity  and  Coniescensioji  of  Christ. 

1   The  Saviou.r  I  Oh,  what  endless  charms 
Dwell  in  that  blissful  sound  .' 
Its  influence  every  fear  disarms, 
And  spreads  delight  around. 
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2  Here  pardon,  life,  and  joy  divine^ 

In  rich  effusion  flow, 
For  guilty  rebels,  lost  in  sin. 
And  doomed  to  endless  wo. 

3  Th'  almisfUty  Former  of  the  skies» 

Stoops  to  our  vile  abode  ; 
While ang-els  view  with  wondering  eyes, 
And  hail  th'  incarnate  God. 

4  How  rich  the  depths  of  love  divine  ! 

Of  bliss,  a  boundless  store  ! 
Dear  Saviour,  let  me  call  thee  mine — 
I  cannot  wish  for  more  I 

5  On  thee  alone  my  hope  relies  ; 

Beneath  thy  cross  I  fall  ; 
My  Lord,  my  life,  my  sacritice, 
Mv  Saviour,  and  niv  all  '. 


38.  L.  M.  BOWRING, 

The  teaching  of  Jesvs. 

1  How  sweetly  flowed  the  gospel  sound 

From  lips  of  gentleness  and  grace. 
When  listening  thousands  gathering  round, 
The  voice  of  Jesus  tilled  the  place  I 

2  From  heaven  he  came — of  heaven  he  spoke^ 

To  heaven  he  led  his  followers'  way  ; 
Dark  clouds  of  gloomy  night  he  broke, 
Unveiling  one  immortal  day. 

3  Come,  wanderers,  to  my  father's  home, 

Come,  all  ye  weary  one^,  and  rest  !' 
Yes,  sacred  Teacher,  we  will  come, 
Obey  thee,  love  thee,  and  be  blest. 
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39.  L.M.  TAPfAN. 

Gethsemayie. 

1  'Tis  midnight — and  on  Olive's  brow 

The  star  is  dimm'd  that  lately  shone  ; 
'Tismidnicrht — in  the  garden  now, 
The  suffering  Saviour  prays  alone. 

2  'Tis  midnight — and  from  all  removed, 

Immanuel  wrestles  lone,  with  fears  ; 
E'en  the  disciple  that  he  loved 

Heeds  not  his  Master's  grief  and  tears. 

^  'Tis  midnight — and  for  others'  i^uilt 

The  man  of  sorrows  weeps  in  blood  ; 
Yet  he  that  hath  in  anguish  kneit 
Is  not  forsaken  by  his  God. 

4    'Tis  midnight — and  from  ether  plains 
Is  borne  the  sone  that  angels  know  ; 
T'nheard  by  mortals  are  the  strains 

That  sweetly  soothe  the  Saviour's  wo. 

-lO.  -        L.  M.  WATTS* 

Death  and  resurrection  of  Christ, 

1  Hk  dies  ! — the  Friend  ot'  sinnersCdies  I 
Lo  I   Salem's  daughters  weep  around  I 
A  solemn  darkness  veils  the  skies  I 
A  sudden  trembling  shakes  the  ground  ! 

*2    Ye  saiuts,  approach  ! — the  anguish  view 
Of  him  who  groans  beneath  your  load  ; 
He  gives  his  precious  life  lor  you 
For  you  he  sheds  his  precious  blood. 
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3  Here's  love  and  grief  beyond  degree  I 

The  Lord  of  glory  dieb  for  men  I — 
But,  lo  !  wlj,arsudden  joys  we  see  I 
Jesus,  the  dead,  revives  again  ! 

4  The  rising  Saviour  leaves  the  tomb  ; 

Up  to  his  Father's  court  he  flies  ; 
Cherubic  legions  guard  him  home, 

And  shout  him  welcome  to  the  skies  t 

5  Break  off  your  tears,  ye  saints,  and  tell 

How  high  our  great  Deliverer  reigns- 
Sing  how  he  spoiled  the  hosts  of  hell, 
And  led  the  tyrant  death  in  chains  I 

fi  Say,'  Lire  forever,  glorious  King, 

lioi'ii  to  redeem,  and  strong  to  save  !'' 
Then  ask — 'Oh  death,  where  is  thy  sting  I 
Andvfhere  thy  rictorT-boastinciiTave !' 


41-  L.  IL  STEELK, 

hUcrression  of  Christ, 

i  Hi:  lire?^  !  tlie  "Teat  Redeemer  lives  I 
(What  joy  the  bleS't  nssurance  gives  I) 
And  now,  before  his  Father.  God, 
Pleads  ihe  full  merit  of  his  blood, 

'2  Repeated  crimes  awake  our  fear?*. 

And  justice,  aiin'd  with  frowns,  appears ; 
But  in  the  Saviour's  lovely  face 
Sweet  mercy  smile?,  and  all  is  peace. 

'^   Hence  fVoni  myheart,  drspaiiinn-  tliou:j]it>^ 
Above  ouv  fears,  above  our  I'aulis, 
His  pmvoiful  intercesa^ion^)-  rise  , 
And  uuik  recedes  ;iud  terror  die  v. 
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4:2.  7s.  COLLYER. 

Darkness  of  the  Tomb  scattered  by  Christ. 

1  Morning  breaks  upon  the  tomb, 
Jesus  scatters  all  its  gloom  ! 

Day  of  triumph  !  through  the  skies, 
See  the  glorious  Saviour  rise  ! 

2  Ye  who  are  of  death  afraid, 
Triumph  in  the  scattered  shade  ; 
Drive  your  anxious  cares  away  3 
See  the  place  where  Jesus  lay. 

3  Christians,  dry  your  flowino-  tears  ; 
Chase  your  unbelievincr  fears  ; 
Look  on  his  deserted  eTave  ; 
Doubt  no  more  hi^  power  to  gave. 

43.  C.  P.  M.  owcEiT 

Various  Characters  celebrated. 

1  O  COULD  we  speak  tlie  matchlef^s  worth, 
O  could  we  sound  the  glories  forth, 

Which  in  our  Saviour  shine. 
We'd  soar  and  touch  the  heavenly  strings, 
And  vie  with  Gabriel  while  he  sings, 

In  notes  almost  divine. 

2  We'd  sing  the  characters  he  bears, 
And  all  the  forms  of  love  he  wears, 

Exalted  oil  his  throne  ; 
In  loftiest  songs  of  sweetest  praise, 
We  would  to  everlasting  days, 

Make  all  his  glories  known. 

3  Wall— the  delightful  day  Vs'ill  come, 
When  Christ  our  Lord  wilj  bring  us  homo, 

And  we  shall  see  his  lace  ; 
Then  with  our  Saviour,  Brother,  Fricufk 
A  blest  eternity  we'll  spend, 

Triumphant  in_  his  grace, 
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44.  Us. 

The  Savior's  Sorrows. 

1  Thou  sweet  gliding  Cedron,  by  thy  silver  streams. 
Our  Savior  ai  midnight,  when  moonlight's  pale  beam 
Shone  bright  on  the  waters,  would  frequently  stray, 
And  lose,  in  thy  murmurs,  the  toils  of  the  day. 

2  How  damp  were  the  vapors  that  fell  on  his  head'; 
llow  hard  was  his  pillow, — how  humble  his  bed  ; 
'J'lie  ai'gels,  astonished,  grew  sad  at  the  sight. 
And  followed  their  master  with  solemn  delight. 

3  Oh  garden  of  Olives,  thou  dear  honored  spot. 
The  fame  of  ihy  Wf.nders  shall  ne'er  be  forgot ; 
'J'he  theme  most  trausportmg  to  seraph:?  jibove  ; 
The  triumph  of  sorrow, — the  triumph  of  love  ! 

4  Come  saints  and  adore  him — come  bow  at  his  feet ! 
O,  give  him  the  glory,  the  praise  that  is  meet  ; 
]..et  joyful  hosannas  unceasing  arise, 

And  join  the  full  chorus,  that  gladdens  the  skies. 

43.  8  &/  7s.  EI'IS.    COLL. 

Praise   f»r  Redemption, 

1  Praise,  my  soul,  the  God  that  sought  thee, 

Wretched  wanderer,  far  astray  ; 
Found  thee  lost,  and  kindly  brought  thee, 
From  the  paths  of  death  away  : 

2  Praise,  with  love's  devoutest  feeling, 

Him  who  saw  thy  guiit-bom  fear, 
And,  the  light  of  hope  revealinor, 

Bade  the  blood-stained  cross  appear. 

3  Lord,  this  bosom's  ardent  feeling, 

Vainly  would  my  lips  express  : 
Lf>w  liefore  thy  footstool  kneeling, 

Dei^n  thy  ^^uppli ant's  j)r;iyer  to  blcs?  : 
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4  Let  thy  grace,  my  soul's  chief  treasure, 
Love's  pure  flame  within  me  raise  ! 
And,  since  words  cnn  never  measure, 
Let  my  life  show  forth  thy  praise  ! 

410.  8    6z.    73.  RODINSON- 

1  Saviouii  source  of  every  blessing. 

Tune  my  heart  to  grateful  lays  ; 
Streams  of  mercy,  never  ceasing, 
Call  for  ceaseless  songs  of  praise. 

2  Teach  me  some  melodious  measure, 

Sung  by  raptured  saints  above  ; 
Fill  my  soul  with  sacred  pleasure, 
While  I  sing  redeeming  love. 

3  Thou  didst  seek  me  when  a  stranger, 

Wandering  from  the  f.)ld  of  God  ; 

Thou,  to  save  my  soul  from  danger, 

Didst  redeem  me  with  thy  blood. 

4  By  thy'hand  restored,  defended, 

Safe  through  life,  thus  far,  I'm  come ; 
Safe,  O  Lord,  when  life  is  ended, 
Bring  me  to  my  heavenly  home. 

47.  Ts.  EPIS  .    COLL 

Litany. 

•1  Savtor,  when  in  dust,  to  thee 
Low  we  bow  the  adoring  kneej; 
When,  repentant,  to  the  skies 
Scarce  we  lift  our  streaming  eyes 
O,  by,,all  thy  pains  and  wo. 
Suffered  once  for  man  below, 
Bending  from  thy  throne  on  high, 
Hear  us,  when  to  thee  we  cry. 
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*2  By  thine  hour  of  dark  despair, 
By  thine  agony  of  prayer, 
By  the  purple  robe  of  scorn, 
By  thy  wounds — the  crown  of  thorna- 
By  thy  cross — the  pangs  and  cries, 
By  thy  perfect  sacrifice  ; 
Jesus,  look  with  pitying  eye  ; 
Hear  us  when  to  thee  we  cry. 

*3  By  thy  deep  expiring  groan. 

By  thy  sealed  sepulchral  stone,    * 
By  thy  triumphs  o'er  the  grave, 
By  thy  power  from  death  to  save, 
Mighty  God,  ascended  Lord, 
To  thy  throne  in  heaven  restored, 
Saviour,  Prince,  exalted  higrh, 
Hear  us  when  to  thee  we  cry. 


48  H.    M.       METHODIST  COLL. 

Justification   by  Faith. 

*I    Arise,  my  soul,  arise  ! 

Shake  off  thy  guilty  fears; 
Jesus,  the  sacrifice, 

In  my  behalf  appears  : 
Before  the  throne  he  ever  stands, 
And  lifts  for  me  liis  bleeding  hands. 

2  To  God  I'm  reconciled — 

His  pardonifig  voice  I  hear  ; 
He  owns  me  for  liis  child  ; 

I   can  no  longer  fear. 
With  confidence  I  now  draw  nigh, 
And  Father, — Abba,  Father,  cry. 
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49.  C.    M.  STEELE. 

Praise  to  the  Savior. 

1  Thou  lovely  source  of  true  delight, 

Whom  I  unseen  adore  ; 
Unveil  thy  beauties  to  my  sight, 
That  I  may  love  thee  more. 

2  Jesus,  my  Lord,  my  life,  my  light, 

Oh,  come  with  blissful  ray  ; 
Break  through  the  gloomy  shades  of  night, 
And  chase  my  fears  away. 

3  Then  shall  my  soul  with  rnptureUrace 

The  wonders  of  thy  love  : 
Then  shall  I  see  thy  glorious  face, 
In  endless  joy  above  ! 

«51>.  L.    M.      LINSLEY  AND  DAVIS'S  COLL. 

Loving-kindness.      Tsa.  63  :  7. 

*1   Awake,  mv  soul,  to  joyful  lays, 

And  sino;  thy  sfreat  Redeemer's  praise; 
He  claims  a  thankful  song  froni  thee,— 
His  loving-kindness.  Oh,  how  free  ! 

*'^   He  saw  thee  ruined  by  the  fall, 

Yet  loved  thee  in  thy  dreadfull  thrall  ; 
He  saved  thee  from  thy  lost  estate, — 
His  loving  kindness,  oh,  how  great  I 

*3  Though  prone,  alas,  my  roving  heart, 
From  my  Redeemer  to  depart. 
And  though  I  him  have  oft  forgot, 
His  loving-kindness  changes  not. 

*4  Soon  I  must  pass  the  darksome  vale, 
And  when  my  mortal  powers  shall  fail, 
O  let  my  last  expiring  breath 
His  loving-kindness  sing  in  death. 
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•5  And  when  my  spirit  soars  away, 
To  brighter  worlds  of  endless  day, 
I'll  sing  with  rn]>ture  and  surprise, 
His  loving-kindness  in  the  skies. 

51.  8    &    7s.  RELLT. 

The  King  of  Glory. 

1  Hark,  ten  thousand  harps  and  voicei 

Sound  the  note  of  praise  above  ! 
Jesus  reigns,  and  heaven  rejoices  ; 

Jesus  reigns  the  God  of  love  : 
See,  he  fills  yon  s:ipphire  throne  ! 
Jesus  rules  the  world  alone. 

2  King  of  glory,  reign  forever  ! 

Thine  an  everlasting  crown  : 
Nothing  from  thy  love  shall  sever 

Those  whom  thou  hasft  made  thine  own  ; 
Happy  objects  of  thy  grace. 
Destined  to  behold  thy  face. 

3  Savior,  hasten  thine  appearing; 

Bring,  O  bring  the  glorious  day  ! 
When  the  awful  summons  hearing, 

Heaven  and  earth  shall  pass  away, — 
Then  with  golden  harps  we'll  sing, 
Glory,  glory  to  our  King  ! 

Sm .  8  &  7s.  NEwrox 

Christ  a  Friend. 

1  One  there  is,  above  all  others, 

Well  deserves  the  name  of  Friend  ; 
His  is  love  beyond  a  brother's, 

Costly — free — and  knows  no  end  : 
Which  of  all  our  friends,  to  save  us, 

Could,  or  would  have  shed  his  blood  ? — 
But  this  Savior  died  to  have  ug 

Reconciled  in  him  to  God. 
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2  When  he  lived  on  earth  abased, 

Friend  of  sinners  was  his  name  ; 
Now,  above  all  glory  raised, 

He  rejoices  in  the  same. 
Oh,  for  grace  our  hearts  to  soften  ! 

Teach  us,  Lord,  at  length  to  love ; 
We,  alas  !  forget  too  often 

What  a  Friend  we  have  above. 

Ji3.  S.    M.  CH.  PSALMODT 

JesHs  the  King  and  Advocate. 

1  Jesus,  the  conqueror  reigns, 

In  glorious  strength  arrayed  ; 
His  kingdom  over  all  maintains, 
And  bids  the  earth  be  glad. 

2  Ye  sons  of  men  rejoice 

In  Jesus'  mighty  love  : 
Lift  up  your  hearts — lift  up  your  voice. 
To  him  who  rules  above. 

3  Extol  his  kingly  power, 

Adore  th'  exalted  Son, 
Who  died,  but  lives,  to  die  no  mo.'-e. 
High  on  his  Father's  ihrone. 

4  Our  advocate  with  God, 

He  undertakes  our  cause, 
And  spreads  through  all  the  earth  abroad. 
The  victory  of  his  cross. 

34.  C.    M.  DODDRIDGR. 

Christ  precious. 

I   Jesus,  I  love  thy  charming  name  ; 
*Tis  music  to  ray  ear  ; 
Fain  would  I  sound  it  out  so  loud, 
That  earth  and  heaven  might  hear. 
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2  Whate'er  my  noblest  powers  can  wish, 

In  thee  doth  richly  meet ; 
Not  to  my  eyes  is  light  so  dear, 
Nor  friendship  half  so  sweet. 

3  Thy  grace  still  dwells  upon  my  heart, 

And  sheds  its  fragrance  there  ; 
The  noblest  balm  of  all  its  wounds. 
The  cordial  of  its  care. 

4  I'll  speak  the  honors  of  thy  name^ 

With  my  last  laboring  breath; 
Then,  speechless,  clasp  thee  in  mine  arms, 
And  trust  thy  love  in  death. 


i^S.  7  &  6s.  MORAVIAN. 

1  Thou  source  of  my  snlvafion, 

Thou  conqueror  of  my  death, 
Who  didst  as  my  oblation, 

In  torments  yield  tliy  brenth  ; 
Who  bar'st  the  dreadful  sentence 

Due  to  our  cursed  race. 
To  screen  my  soul  from  vengeance, 

Accept  my  thanks  and  ))raise. 

2  I'll  go  with  thee  my  Savior, 

Up  to  Mount  Calvary  ; 
And  view  with  spirits  fervor, 

All  thou  hast  done  for  me. 
Thus  with  intense  devotion, 

I  follow  thee  each  step, 
While  tender  love's  eniotion. 

Makes  heart  and  eyos  to  weep. 
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3  My  heart  with  love  is  glowing, 

I  see  my  Saviour  die  ; 
His  head  I  see  him  bowing, 

This  brought  me  endless  joy  ! 
He  gave  his  soul  an  offering 

For  sin,  that  I  might  live 
He  saved  me  by  his  sufl^ering, 

To  him  myself  I  give, 

4  Thou  God  of  my  salvation, 

In  whom  I  trust  by  faith, 
Who  hast  for  my  transgression 

Lain  in  the  dust  of  death — 
I  place  upon  thy  merit 

While  here,  my  confidence  ; 
And  will  commend  my  spirit, 

To  thee  when  I  go  hence. 

5  Lord  grant  me  thy  salvation 

And  peace  divine,  I  pray, 
While  here  midst  tribulation 

On  earth,  below  I  stay  ; 
'Till  I  shall  stand  before  thee, 

And  for  redeeming  grace, 
With  all  the  saints  in  glory, 

My  hallelujah  raise. 

56.    .  L.  M. 

The  church  rejoicing  m  her  King. 

1  Jesus,  thou  everlasting  King, 
Accept  the  tribute  which  we  bring; 
Accept  the  well-deserved  renown, 
And  wear  our  praises  as  thy  crown. 

2  Let  every  act  of  worship  be 
Like  our  espousals,  Lord,  to  thee  ; 
Like  that  blest  hour,  when  tVoin  above 
We  first  received  thy  pledge  of  love. 
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3  The  ffladness  of  that  happy  day, 

Oar  hearts  would  wish  it  loncj  to  stay  ; 

Nor  let  our  faith  forsake  its  hold, 

Nor  comforts  siniv — nor  love  grow  cold. 

4  Let  every  moraent,  as  it  flies, 
Increase  thy  praise — improve  our  joys, 
Till  we  are  raised  to  sing  thv  name, 
And  taste  the  supper  of  the  Lamb. 

457.  C,    M.  IIEGINBOTHAM 

Judcbiedness  to   Christ. 

1   To  thee,  my  Shepherd,  and  my  Lord, 
A  grateful  song  Til  raise; 
Oh  !  let  the  feeblest  of  thy  flock 
Attempt  to  speak  thy  praise. 

52  My  life,  my  joy,  my  hope,  I  owe 
To  thine  amazing  love  ; 
Ten  thousand  thousand  comforts  here, 
And  nobler  bliss  above. 

3  To  thee  my  trembling  spirit  flies, 

With  sin  and  grief  oppressed; 
Thy  gentle  voice  dispels  my  fears. 
And  lulls  my  cares  to  rest. 

4  Lead  on,  dear  Shepherd! — led  by  the(», 

No  evil  shall  1  fear ; 
Soon  I  shall  reach  thy  fold  above,* 
A  lid  praise  thee  better  there. 

«5S.  6  Si,  4s.  en,  psalmody. 

!  Co!viK,  all  ye  saints  of  God  1 
Wide  through  the  earth  abroad, 

Spread  Jesus'  fame  : 
Tell  what  his  love  has  done ; 
IVust  in  his  name  alone  ; 
Shout  to  his  lofty  throne, 

•"  Worthy  the  Lamb  !' 
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'2  Hence,  gloomy  doubts  and  fears  1 
Dry  up  your  mournful  tears  ; 

Swell  the  glad  iheme  : 
Praise  ye  our  gracious  King, 
Strike  each  melodious  string, 
Join  heart  and  voice  to  sing, 

'Worthy  the  Lamb  V 

3  Hark — how  the  choirs  nbovc^ 
Filled  with  the  Saviour's  love, 

Dwell  on  hisiiafiie! — 
Thpre,  too,  may  ne  be  found, 
W^ith  light  and  jrlory  crowned. 
While  all  the  heavens  resound, 

'Worthy  the  Lamb  V 


Praise  to  the  Intercessor, 

1  Jksus,  hail  !  enthroned  in  i^lory, 

There  forevtr  to  abide  ! 
All  the  heavenly  hosts  adore  thee, 

Seated  at  thy  Father's  side: 
There  for  sinners  thou  art  plead incT ; 

There  thou  dost  our  place  prepare  ; 
Ever  for  us  interceding; 

Till  in  glory  we  appear. 

2  Worship,  honor,  power  and  blessing. 

Thou  art  worthy  to  receive  ; 
Loudest  praises  without  ceasing, 

Meet  it  is  for  us  to  give ; 
H<-'lp,  ye  bright  angelic  spirits  ! 

Bring  your  noblest,  sweetest  lays! 
Help  tn  ^i^I!'o^r  Savior's  merits, 

Help  to  sliont  Imrnauuers  nmisc, 
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60.  C.    P;  M.  TOPLADV, 

Trusthig  in  Christ  for  Pardon. 

1  O  Thou  that  hear'st  the  prayer  of  faith, 
Wilt  thou  not  save  a  soul  from  death, 

That  casts  itself  on  thee  ? 
I  have  no  refuge  of  my  own, 
But  fly  to  what  my  Lord  hath  done 

And  suffered  once  for  me. 

2  Slain  in  the  guilty  sinner's  stead, 
His  spotless  righteousness  I  plead, 

And  his  availing  blood  : 
That  righteousness  my  robe  shall  be, 
That  merit  shall  atone  for  me. 

And  bring  me  near  to  God. 

3  Then  save  me  from  eternal^death, 
The  spirit  of  adoption  breathe. 

His  consolations  send  ; 
By  him  some  word  of  life  impart. 
And  sweetly  whisper  to  my  heart, 

^Thy  Maker  is  thy  friend.' 

4  The  king  of  terrors  then  would  be 
A  welcome  messenger  to  mo, 

To  bid  me  come  away  : 
Unclogged  by  earth,  or  earthly  things, 
Td  mouiu,  I'd  fly,  with  eager  wings, 
To  everlasting  day. 

6  1.  C.    M.  STEKLK. 

The.  Pearl  of  great  price. 

1    Ye  glittering  toys  of  earth,  adieu  ! 
A  nobler  choice  be  mine — 
A  real  prize  attracts  my  view, 
A  treasure  all  divine, 
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5  Jesus,  to  multitudes  unknown; 
O  name  divinely  sweet ! 
Jesus,  in  thee,  in  thee  alone, 
Wealth,  honor,  pleasure  meet. 

3  Should  both  the  Indies,  at  my  call. 

Their  boasted  stores  resign  ; 
With  joy  I  would  renounce  them  all, 
For  leave  to  call  thee  mine. 

4  Should  earth's  vain  treasures  all  depart. 

Of  this  dear  gift  possessed, 
I'd  clasp  it  to  my  joyful  heart. 

And  be  forever  blessed.  d 

h  Dear  sovereign  of  my  soul's  desires, 
Thy  love  is  bliss  divine  ; 
Accept  the  wish  that  love  inspires, 
And  bid  me  call  thee  mine. 

2.  C,    M.  BEDDOMS. 

Excellence  of  Christ. 

1  Jesus,  thou  fairest,  dearest  one. 

What  beauties  thee  adorn  ! 
Far  brighter  than  the  noon-day  sun, 
Or  star  that  gilds  the  morn, 

2  The  joy  of  all  the  saints  above, 

And  hope  of  all  below  ; 
O  may  I  taste  thy  richest  love, 
And  thine  endearments  know, 

3  Here  let  me  fix  my  wandering  eyes. 

And  all  thy  glories  trace  ; 
Till  in  the  world  of  endless  joys. 
S  rise  to  thiiT"  e!n,bra,;e. 
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63.  7s.  COWPER, 

Temvted,  hut  flying  to  Christ  the  r.fuge, 

1  Jesus,  lover  of  my  soul, 

Let  me  to  thy  bosom  iiy, 
While  the  raging  billows  roll, 

While  the  tempest  still  is  high  ;: 
Hide  me,  O  my  Saviour,  hide. 

Till  the  storm  of  life  is  past ; 
Safe  into  the  haven  guide ; 

O,  receive  my  soul  at  last. 

2  Other  refuge  hnve  I  none, — 

Hangs  my  helpless  soul  on  thee  ; 
Leave,  ah  !  leave  me  not  alone  ; 

Still  support  and  comfort  me  ; 
All'  my  trust  on  thee  is  stayed  : 

All  my  help  from  thee  1  brin^  : 
Cover  my  defenceless  head 

With  the  shadov/  of  thy  wing. 

64  L.    M.  KRISIIN'U. 

A  Hijmn  in  memory  of  ihe  Saviour. 

1  O  Tnou,  my  soul,  forget  no  more 

The  friend  who  all  thy  sorrows  bore  ; 
Let  every  idol  be  forgot, 

But,  O  my  soul,  forget  Hi?}i  not. 

2  Renounce  thy  works  and  ways,  with   grief*. 

And  fly  to  this  divine  relief: 
Nor  him  forget,  who  left  his  throne, 
And  for  thy  life  gave  up  his  own. 

3  Infniite  truth  and  mercy  shine 

In  him,  and  he  himself  is  thine  : 
And  canst  thou  then,  with  sin  besef, 

Such    charms,    such    matchless    rharm.v 
rnruot  ' 
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4  O  !  no — till  life  itself  depart, 

His  name  shall  cheer  and  warm  my  heart  ; 
And  lisping  this,  from  earth  I'll  rise, 
And  join  the  chorus  of  the  skies. 


65.  C.  M. 

Christ  crowned  as  Lord  of  AIL 

1  All  hail,  the  great  Immanuel's  name  ! 

Let  angels  prostrate  fall : 
Bring  forth  the  royal  diadem, 
And  crown  him  Lord  of  all 

■<^ 

2  Ye  chosen  seed  of  Israel's  race, 

A  remnant  weak  and  small, 
Hail  him  who  saves  you  by  his  grace, 
And  crown  him  Lord  of  all! 


'3  Ye  gentile  shmers,  ne'er  forget 
The  wormwood  and  the  gall, 
•Go  spraad  your  trophies  at  his  feet, 
And  crown  him  Lord  of  all. 


4  Let  every  kindred — every  tribe, 
On  this  terrestial  ball, 
To  him  all  majesty  ascribe, 
And  crown  him  Lord  of  all. 


5  Oh  !  that  with  yonder  sacred  throng, 
We  at  his  feet  may  fail; 
And  join  the  everlasting  song, 
And  crown  him  Lord  of  all. 
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OG.  7s.  C.    WESLEY^ 

1  Christ,  whose  glory  fills  the  skies, 

Clirist,  the  true,  the  only  light. 
Son  of  Righteousness,  arise, 

Triumph  o'er  the  shades  of  night  i 
Day-spring  from  on  high,  be  near ; 
Day-star,  in  m}^  heart  appear. 

2  Dark  and  cheerless  is  the  morn. 

If  thy  light  is  hid  from  me; 
Joyless  is  the  day's  return, 

Till  thy  mercy's  beams  I  see  ; 
Till  they  inward  light  impart. 
Glad  my  eyes,  and  warm  my  heart. 

3  Visit,  then,  this  soul  of  mine. 

Pierce  the  gloom  of  sin  and  grief ; 
Fill  me,  radiant  Sun  divine  ! 

Scatter  all  my  unb-elief : 
More  and  more  thyself  display, 
Shining  to  the  perfect  day. 

07  From  the  German,     j.  alexandhs. 

1  0  sacred  Head,  now  wounded, 

With  grief  and  shame  weighed  down;. 
Now  scornfully  surrounded, 

With,  thorns,  th.ine  only  crown  ;. 
0  sacred  head,  what  glory, 

What  bliss,  till  now  was  thine  ! 
Yet,  though  despised  and  gory, 

I  joy  to  call  thee  mine, 

2  What  thou,  my  Lord,  hast  suffered 

Was  aril  for  sinners^  gain  : 
Mine,  min?  was  the  transgression^ 

But  thine  the  deadly  pain. 
Lo  !  here  I  fall,  my  Saviour  ! 

'Tis  I  deserve  thy  place  ; 
Look  on  me  with  thy  favor, 

Vouchsafe  to  me  thy  grace,. 
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3  The  joy  can  ne'er  be  gpoken 

Above  all  joys  beside, 
When  in  thy  body  broken 

I  thus  with  safety  hide. 
My  Lord  of  life,  desiring 

Thy  glory  now  to  see, 
Beside  thy  Cross  expiring 

I'd  breathe  my  soul  to  thee. 

4  What  languag-e  shall  I  borrow 

To  thank  Thee,  dearest  Friend^ 
For  this,  thy  dying  sorrow, 

Thy  pity  without  end  ! 
O  make  me  thine  forever. 

And  should  I  fainting  be, 
Lord,  let  me  never,  never 

Outlive  my  love  to  thee. 


5  And  when  I  am  departing, 

0  part  not  thou  from  me  ; 
When  mortal  pangs  are  darting, 

Come,  Lord,  and  set  me  free ! 
And  when  my  heart  must  languish 

Amidst  the  final  throe, 
Release  me  from  my  anguish 

By  thine  own  pain  and  woe. 

6  Be  near  when  I  am  dying, 

O  show  thy  Cross  to  me ! 
And  for  my  succor  flying. 

Come,  Lord,  to  set  me  free. 
These  eyes  new  faith  receiving 

From  Jesus  shall  not  move. 
For  he  who  dies  believing, 

Dies  safely,  through  thy  love. 


42  WORSHIP.     68,  69. 

68.  CM.  WATTS. 

Worthy  the  Lamb. 

1  Come,  let  us  join  our  cheerful  songs, 

With  angels  round  the  throne  ; 
Ten  thousand  thousand  are  their  tongnes, 
But  all  their  joys  are  one. 

2  'Worthy  the  Lamb  that  died,'  they  cry. 

'To  be  exalted  thus  :' 
'Worthy  the  Lamb,'  our  lips  reply; 
'For  He  was  slain  for  us,' 

3  Jesus  is  worthy  to  receive 

Honor  and  power  divine  ; 
And  blessings,  more  than  we  can  give, 
Be,  Lord,  forever  thine. 

69.  S.    M.  CH.  PSALMOBY. 

Christ  the  Sun  of  Righteousness. 

\  We  lift  our  hearts  to  thee, 

Thou  Day-star  from  on  high  ; 
The  sun  itself  is  but  thy  shade. 
Yet  cheers  both  earth  and  sky, 

2  Oh  let  thy  rising  beams 

Dispel  the  shades  of  night ; 
And  let  the  glories  of  thy  love, 
Come  like  the  morning  light. 

3  How  beauteous  nature  now  I — 

How  dark  and  sad  before  ! — 
With  joy  we  view  the  pleasing  change, 
And  nature's  God  adore. 

4  May  we  this  life  improve, 

To  mourn  for  errors  past ; 
And  live  this  short  revolving  day 
As  if  it  were  our  last. 


WORSHIP.     70.  43 

70.  8s    &   7s.  GRANT. 

1  '-Jesus,  I  my  cross  have  talien, 

All  to  leave,  and  follow  Thee, 
Naked,  poor,  despised,  forsaken, 

Thou,  from  hence,  my  all  shalt  be  : 
Perish  every  fond  ambition, 

All  I've  sought,  or  hoped,  or  known  ; 
Yet  how  rich  is  my  condition, 

God  and  heaven  are  still  my  own. 

2  Lei  the  world  despise  and  leave  me : 

They  have  left  my  Saviour  too  ; 
Human  hearts  and  looks;,deceive  me, 

Thou  art  not,  like  them,  untrue; 
And  whilst  thou  shalt  smile  upon  me, 

God  of  wisdom,'' love,  and  might. 
Foes  may  hate,  and  friends  may  scorn  me 

Show  thy  face,  and  all  is  bright, 

3  Go,  then,  earthly  fame  and  treasure, 

Come  disaster,  scorn  and  pain, 
In  thy  service  pain  is  pleasure, 

With  thy  favor  loss  is  erain. 
I  have  called  thee  Abba»  Father, 

I  have  set  my  heart  on  thee  ; 
Storms  may  howl,  and  clouds  may  gather. 

All  must  work  for  good  to  me. 

4  Man  may  trouble  and  distress  me, 

'Tvv'ill  but  drive  me  to  thy  breast : 
Life  with  trials  hard  may  press  me. 

Heaven  will  bring  me  sweeter  rest. 
Oh  !  tis  not  in  grief  to  harm  me, 

While  thy  love  is  left  to  me  ; 
Oh  !  twere  not  in  joy  to  charm  me,. 

Were  that  joy  unmixed  with  thee. 


U  WORSHIP. 


3  Soul,  then  know  thy  full  salvation, 

Rise  o'er  sin,  and  fear,  and  care  : 
Joy  to  find  in  every  station 

Something  still  to  do  or  bear. 
Think  what  spirit  dwells  within  thee, 

Think  what  Father's  smiles  are  thine  : 
Think  that  Jesus  died  to' save  thee  : 

Child^of  heaven,  canst  thou  repine  ? 

4  Haste  thee  on  from[ grace  to  glory, 

Armed  by  faith,  and  winged  by  prayer; 
Heaven's  eternal  day's  before  thee, 

God's  own  hand  shall  ffuide  thee  there. 
Soon  shall  close  thy  earthly  mission, 

Soon  shall  pass  thy  pilgrim  days  ; 
Hope  shall  change  to  glad  fruition, 

Faith  to  sight,  and  prayer  to  praise. 

71.  S.  M. 

The  Shepherd. 

I   WuiT.K  my  Redeemer's  near. 
My  Shepherd,  and  my  guide, 
I  bid  farewell  to  every  fear  ; 
My  wants  are  all  supplied. 

Q,  To  ever  fmgrant  meads, 

Where  rich  abund'snce  grows, 

His  gracious  hand  indulgent  leads, 

And  guards  my  sweet  repose. 

3  Dear  Shepherd,  if  I  stray, 

My  wandering  feet  restore; 
And  guard  me  with  thy  watchful  eye, 
And  let  me  rove  no  more. 
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72.  C.  M,  M()\TGOMERY. 

Grateful  Remembraiice  of  Christ. 

1  If  human  kindness  meets  return, 

And  owns  the  grateful  tie  ; 
If  tender  thoughts  within  us  burn, 
To  feel  a  friend  is  nigh, — 

2  Oh!  shall  not  warmer  accents  tell 

The  gratitude  we  owe 
To  him  who  died,  our  fears  to  quell. 
And  save  from  death  and  woe  I 

3  While  yet  in  anguish  he  surveyed 

Those  pangs  he  would  not  flee, 
What  love  his  latest  words  displayed — 
*Meet  and  remember  me  1' 

4  Remember  thee! — thy  death,  thy  shame- 

Our  sinful  hearts  to  share  ! 

0  memory  !  leave  no  other  name 
But  his  recorded  there  ! 

73.  C.   M.  WATTS. 

Fervency  of  devotion  desired. 

1  Come,  Holy  Spirit,  heavenly  Dove, 

With  all  thy  quickening  powers, 
Kindle  a  flame  of  sacred  love 
In  these  cold  hearts  of  ours. 

2  Look  how  we  grovel  here  below, 

Fond  of  these  trifling  toys  : 
Our  souls  can  neither  fly  nor  go. 
To  reach  eternal  joys. 

3  In  vain  we  tune  our  formnl  songs, 

In  vain  we  strive  to  rise ; 
Hosannas  languish  on  our  tongues, 
And  our  devotion  dies. 
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4  Dear  Lord,  and  shall  we  ever  live 
At  ihis  poor  dying  rate? 
Our  love  so  faint,  so  cold  to  thee, 
And  thine  to  us  so  great  ? 

6  Come,  Holy  Spirit,  heavenly  Dove, 
With  all  thy  quickening  powers; 
Cofne,  shed  abrond  a  Saviour's  love, 
And  that  shall  kindle  ours. 

174  8s,  6  &  4.     Spir.  of  the  Psalms 

The  Holy  Spirit  the  Comforter. 

1  Our  blest  Redeemer,  ere  he  breathed 

His  tender,  last  farewell, 
A  Guide,  a  Comforter,  bequeathed 
With  us  to  dwell. 

2  He  came  in  tongues  of  living  flame, 

To  teach,  convince,  subdue  ; 
All  powerful  as  the  wind  he  came, 
As  viewless  too, 

3  He  came  sweet  influence  to  impart, 

A  gracious,  willing  gue?t, 
W^hile  he  can  find  one  humble  heart 
Wherein  to  rest. 

4  He  breathes  that  gsutie  voice  we  hear, 

Soft  as  the  breeze  of  even, 
That  ch3cks  each  fault,  that  calms  each  fear, 
And  ^speaks  of  lieaven. 

5  And  every  virtue  we  possess, 

And  every  victory  won, 
And  every  thought  of  holiness, 
Are  his  alone. 

6  Spirit  of  purity  and  grace, 

Our  weakness,  pitying,  see  ; 
O,  make  our  hearts  thy  dwelling-place, 
And  worthier  thee. 
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75.  S.  M.  BEDDOME- 

Injluences  of  the  Spirit  implored, 

1  Come,  Holy  Spirit,  come, 

With  energy  divine  ; 
And  en  this  poor  benighted  soul, 
With  beams  of  mercy  shine. 

2  Oh  !   melt  this  frozen  heart ; 

This  stubborn  will  subdue  ; 
Each  evil  pr.?sioR  overcome, 
And  form  me  all  anew. 

3  Mine  will  the  profit  be, 

But  thine  shall  be  the  praise  ; 
And  unto  thee  will  I  devote 
The  remnant  of  my  days. 

76.  ^-   ^J'  MONTGOMERY' 

The  indwelling  injluences  of  the  Holy  Spirit, 

1  'Tis  God  tlie  Pph'it  ^eads 

In  paths  before  unknown  ; 
The  work  to  be  performed  is  curs, 
The  strength  is  all  his  own. 

2  Supported  by  his  grace, 

We  still  pursue  our  way  ; 
And  hope  at  last  to  reach  the  prize, 
Secure  in  endless  day. 

3  'Tis  he  that  works  to  will, 

'Tis  he  that  works  to  do  : 
Hi'j  is  the  power  by  which  we  act, 
His  be  the  glory  too. 

77.  L.    M,  Cn.   PSALMODV, 

The  Spirit  entreated  not  to  depart. 
1    Stay,  thou  insulted  Spirit !  — stay  ! 

'i'hough  I  have  done  thee  such  despite,. 
Cast  not  a  sinner  quite  away, 

Nor  tiike  thine  evorlastin^r  flicrb.t. 
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2  Though  I  have  most  unfaithful  been 

Of  all  whoe'er  thy  grace  received; 
Ten  thousand  times  tliy  goodness  seen, 
Ten  thousand  times  thy  goodness  grieved  ; 

3  Yet,  oh  !  the'^chief  of  sinners  spare, 

In  honor  of  my  great  High  Priest; 
Nor,  in  thy  righteous  anger,  swear 
I  shall_ndl_^see  thy  people's  rest. 

4  My  weary  soul,  0°God,*release  : 

Uphold  me  withlthy  gracious  hand  ; 
Guide  me  into  thy  perfect  peace. 
And  bring  me  to  the  promised  land. 


78.  S.  j\I. 


en.  PSALMODV. 


1  Bi.r.ST  Comforter  divine  ! 

Let  rays  of  heavenly  love 
Amid  our  gloom  and  darkness  shine, 
And  guide  our  souls  above. 

2  Draw,  with  thy  still[^smal!  voice, 

Us  from  each  thiinl  way  ; 
And  bid  the  mourning  sauit  rejoice, 
Though  earthly  joys  decay. 

5  By^thine  inspiring  breath 
Make  every  cloud  of  care, 
And  e'en  the  gloomy  vale  of  death, 
A  sdiile  of  glory  wear. 

4  Oh,  fillthou  every'heart 
With  love  to  all  our  race! 
Great  Comforter  !  to  us  impart 
These  ble.^s'njs  of  thy  grace. 
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T9.  C.    M.  STEELE. 

Death  in  Trespasses  a?id  Si7is. 

1  How  helpless  guilty  nature  lies, 

Unconscious  of  her  load  ! 
The  heart  unchanged  can  never  rise 
To  happiness  and  God. 

2  Can  aught  beneath  a  power  divine 

The  stubborn  will  subdue? 
'Tis  thine,  eternal  Spirit,  thine, 
To  form  the  heart  anew. 

3  '  Tis  thine,  the  passions  to  recail, 

And  upward  bid  them  rise  ; 
To  make  the  scales  of  error  (;ill 
From  reason's  darkened  eyes; — - 

4  To  chase  the  shades  of  death  awr'y, 

And  bid  the  sinner  live  : 
A  beam  of  henven — a  vital  ray, 
'T  is  thine  alone  to  give. 

6  Oh  I  change  these  wretched  hearts  of  ours, 
And  give  them  life  divine  ; 
Then  shall  our  passions  and  our  powers, 
Almighty  Lord,  be  thine. 

80.  7s.  STOCKER. 

1  Gracious  Spirit — Love  divine! 
Let  thy  light  within  fne  shine ; 
All  my  guilty  fears  remove, 
Fill  me  with  thy  heavenly  love. 

2  Speak  thy  pardoning  grace  to  me, 
Set  the  burdened  sinner  free  ; 
Lead  nie  to  the  Lamb  of  God, 
M^ash  me  in  his  precious  blood. 
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3  Life  and  peace  to  me  impart ; 
Senl  salvation  on  my  heart  : 
Breathe  thyself  into  my  breast, 
Earnest  of  imn)ortaI  rest. 

4  Let  me  never  from  thee  stray, 
Keep  me  in  the  narrow  wny  ; 
Fill  my  soul  with  joy  divine ; 
Keep  me,  Lord,  forever  thine. 

81.  S.    M.  HART. 

1  Come,  Holy  Spirit,  come! 

Let  thy  I  right  beams  arise  ; 
Dispel  the  sorrow  from  our  minds, 
'J'he  darkness  from  our  eyes. 

2  Convince  us  all  of  sin, 

Then  lead  to  Jesus'  blood  ; 
And  to  our  wondering  view  reveal 
The  mercies  of  our  God. 

3  Revive  our  droo|)ing  faith. 

Our  doubts  and  fears  remove  ; 
And  kindle  in  our  breasts  the  flame 
Of  never-dying  love. 

4  'T  is  thine  to  cleanse  the  heart, 

To  sanctify  the  soul. 
To  pour  fresii  life  in  every  part^ 
And  new-create  the  whole. 

^  Dwell,  Spirit,  in  our  hearts; 

Our  minds  from  boud.ige  free  ; 
Then  shall  we  know,  and  praise,  and  love, 
The  Father,  Son,  and  Thee. 

82.  L.  M. 

Where  tivo  or  three,  4'C.     Matt.   18  :  20. 
1   How  sweet  to  leave  the  world  awhi't^ 
And  seek  the  presence  of  the  Lord  ! 
O  Jesus,  on  thy  people  smile, 
And  come  according  to  thv  word. 
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'/J  From  busy  scenes  we  now  retreat, 
That  we  may  meditate  and  pray  ; 
Saviour,  behold  us  at  thy  feet. 
And  send  us  not  unblessed  away. 

ii3.  L.    M.  BULFINCH. 

Voice  of  God  in  the  Soul. 

1  Hath   not  thy  heart  within  thee  burned 
At  evening's  calm  and  holy  hour, 

As  if  Its  inmost  depths  discerned 
The  presence  of  a  loftier  power  ? 

2  Hast  thou  not  heard  'mid  forest  glades. 
While  ancient  rivers  murmured  by, 

A  voice  from  forth  the  eternal  shades, 
That  spake  a  present  Deity  ? 

3  And  as,  upon  the  sacred  page. 
Thine  eye  in  rapt  attention  turned 
O'er  records  of  a  holier  age, 

Hath  not  thy  heart  within  thee  burned  ? 

4  It  was  the  voice  of  God  that  spake 
In  silence  to  thy  silent  heart ; 

And  bade  each  worthier  thouoht  awake, 
And  every  dream  of  earth  depart. 

5  Voice  of  our  God,  O,  yet  be  nenr  ! 

In  low,  sweet  accents,  whisper  peace; 

Direct  us  on  our  pathway  here, 

Then  bid  in  heaven  our  wanderings  cease? 

81.  11  &L  10s. 

T?ivitatio7i  to  the  mercy-seat. 

1  Cjme,  ye  disconsolate,  where'er  ye  languish, 
Come,  at  the  mercy-seat  fervently  kneel; 
Here  bring    your  wounded     hearts,  here    tell 

your  anguish  — 
E^rth  has  uo  sorrows  that  Heav'n  cannot  heal. 
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2  Joy  of  the  comfortless,  light  of  the  straying, 
Hope  of  the  penitent,  fadeless  and  pure, — 

Here  speaks  the  Comforter,  in  mercy  saying, 
Earth  has  no  sorrows  that  Heaven  cannot  cure. 

3  Here  see  the  tree  of  life — see  waters  flowing 
Forth  from  the  throne  of  G(^d,  pure  from  above ; 

Come  to  the  mercy-sent — come,  ever  knowing 
Earth  has  no  sorrows  but  Pleaven  can  renjove. 

85.  L.    M.  COWPKB. 

Exhortation  to  prayer. 

1  WHAT^various  hind'rances  we  meet 
In  coming  to  the  mercy-seat  ! 

Yet,  who,  that  knows  the  worth  of  prayer, 
But  wishes  to  be  often  there  ? 

2  Prayer  makes  the  darkened  cloud  withdraw  ; 
Prayer  climbs  the  ladder  Jacob  saw, 

Gives  exercise  to  faith  and  love, 
Brings  every  blessing  from  above. 

3  Restraining  prayer,  we  cease  to  fight ; 
Prayer  makes  the  Christian's  armor  bright; 
And  Satan  trembles  when  he  sees 
The^weakest  saint  upon  his  knees. 

4  Have  you  no  words  ? — ah,  think  again  ; 
Words  flow  apace  when  you  compI;iin^ 
And  fill  your  fellow-creature's  ear 
With  the  sad  tale  of  ail  your  care. 

5  Were  half  the  brenth  thus  vainly  spent. 
To  heaven  in  supplication  sent, 

Your  cheerful'songs  would  oftener  be, 
'  Hear  what  the  Lord  has  done  for  me  ! ' 
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J^O.  L.    M.  STUWKLL. 

The  mercy -Stat. 

1  From  every  stormy  wind  that  blows, 
From  every  swelling  tide  of  woes, 
There  is  a  calm,  a  sure  retreat — 
'Tis  found  beneath  the  mercy-seat. 

2  There  is  a  j)lace  where  Jesus  sheds 
The  oil  of  gladness  on  our  heads  ; 

A  place,  of  all  on  earth  most  sweet — 
It  is  the  blood-bought  mercy-seat. 

3  There  is  a  scene  where  spirits  blend, 
Where  friend  holds  fellowship  with  friend  ; 
Though  sundered  fir — by  faith  they  meet 
Around  one  common  mercy-seat. 

4  There,  there,  on  eagle-wings  we  soar, 
And  sin  and  sense  molest  no  more. 

And  heaven  conies  down,  our  souls  to  greet. 
And  glory  crowns  the  mercy-seat. 

87  H.    M.  MRS.    HE^ANB' 

A  prayer  of  anguish. 

1  Father  1  who  in  the  olive  shade 

When  the  dark  hour  came  en. 

Didst  with  an  angei'.s  heaveniy  aid 

Strengthen  thy  suffering  son  : 

2  O  by  the  anguish  of  that  night, 

Send  us  down  blest  relief; 
Or  to  the  chastened  let  thy  might 
Hallow  this  whelming  grief! 

3  And  Thou,  who,  when  the  starry  sky 

Saw  the  dread  strife  begun, 
Didsr  teach  adoring  faith  to  cry 
•Thy  will,  OGod,  be  doue  •/ 
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4  By  thy  meek  spirit,  Thou,  of  all 

That  e'er  have  mourned,  the  chief, — 
Thou  Saviour!   if  the  stroke  mu$t  fall 
Hallow  this  whelming  grief! 

§8.  C.    M.  MARTINEAU'S   COLL 

Secret  Prayer. 

1  SwF-ET  is  the  prayer,  whose  holy  stream 

In  earnest  p'eading  flows  ; 
Devotion  dwells  upon  the  theme. 
And  warm  and  warmer  glows. 

2  FaitI)  grasps  the  blessinjrs  she  desires  ; 

Hope  points  the  upward  jgrnze  ; 
And  love,  celestial  love,  inspires 
The  eloquence  of  praise. 

3  But  sweeter  far  the  still  small  voice, 

Heard  by  no  huuian  ear; 
When  Jesus  makes  the  heart  rejoice, 
And  dries  the  hitter  tear. 

4  Not  accents  flow,  nor  words  ascend  ; 

All  uiterance  faileth  there; 
But  Christian  spirits  coir.prelr nd, 
And  God  accepts  the  prayer. 

89.  C.     M.  MONTOOMKUY 

1  PuAYF.R  is  the  soul's  sincere  desire, 

Unuttpred  or  express'd  — 
The  motion  of  a  hidden  fire 
'i'hat  trembles  in  the  breast. 

2  Prayer  is  the  contrite  sinner's  voice, 

Returning  from  his  w\ays  : 
While  angels  in  their  songs  rejoice, 
And  cry,  *  Behold,  he  prays.' 
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3  Prayer  is  the  Christian's  vital  breath, 

The  Christian's  native  air  ; 
His  watch-word  at  the  grates  of  death  ; 
Ho  enters  heaven  with  prayer. 

4  Prayer  is  not  made  on  earth  alone — 

The  Holy  Spirit  pleads; 
And  Jesus,  on  th'  eternal  throne, 
For  sinners  intercedes. 

5  O  thou  by  whom  we  come  to  God--- 

The  life,  the  truth,  the  way  ! 
The  path  of  prayer  thyself  hast  trod — 
Lord,  teach  us  how  to  pray  ! 

00.  C.    M.  CAPPe's  SELTiCriON, 

Prayer  for  divine  guidon/ e. 

1  Eternal  source  of  life  and  light, 

Supremely  L^ood  Mnd  wise. 
To  thee  we  brin^  our  grateful  vowj, 
To  thee  we  lift  our  eyes. 

2  Our  dark  and  erring  minds  illume, 

With  truth's  celestial  rays  ; 
Inspire  our  hearts  with  sacred  love, 
And  tune  our  lips  to  praise. 

3  Conduct  us  safely  bv  tliv  grace, 

Through  life's  perplexing  road  ; 
And  place  us  when  that  journey's  o'er, 
In  heaven  thy  blest  abode. 

01.  C.    M.  BAKBAULD. 

The   World  banished. 

1   Father,  though  the  anxious  fear 
May  cloud  to-morrow's  way, 
Nor  fear  nor  doubt  shall  enter  here; 
All  shall  be  thine  to-day. 
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2  We  will  iiot[bring  divided  hearts 

To  worship  at  thy  shrine  ; 
But  ench  unholy  thought  departs, 
And  leaves  the  temple  thine. 

3  Sleep,' sleep  to-day   tormenting  cares. 

Of  earth  and  folly  born  ; 
Ye  shall  not  dim  the  light  that  streams 
Ffo.'n  this  celestial  morn. 

4  To-morrow  will  be  tirae'enough 

To  feel  yonr  harsh  control ; 
Ye  shall  not  desecrate,  this,^day, 
The  Sabbath  of  the  soul. 

09.  L.    .M.  HANCOX. 

The  Lord's  Day. 

1  How  welcome  thy  returning  beams,' 
Thou  fairest  morn  of  all  the  seven  ! 
Those  wake  to  toil  and  earthly  schemes; — • 
Thou  to  repose  afid  thoughts  of  heaven  I 

2  Come  let  us  join  the  goodly  throng, 
And  pay  to  God  our  earthly  v<»w  ; 
Repeat  his  praise  in  cheerful  song, 
And  at  his  footstool  humbly  bow. 

3  Nor  with  the  Sabbath's  parting  ray 
Let  us  our  pious  zeal  conclude  ; 
But  strive  to  know^  each  passing  day, 
Some  strengthened  grace,  or  sin  subdued. 

4  Then  we  may  trust  a  Saviour's  love, 

That  \vhen  we've^passed  these  days  of  care, 
Trained  for  the  blissful  courts  above, 
Aa  endless  sabbath  we  shall  share. 
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i)3,  S.     M.  WATTS. 

The  Sabbath  welcomed. 
1   Welcome,  sweet  day  of  rest, 
That  saw  the  Lord  arise  ; 
Welcome  to  this  reviving  breast, 
And  these  rejoicing  eyes  ! 

%  Jesus  himself  comes  near, 

And  feasts  his  saints  to-day  ; 
Here  we  may  ^it,  and  see  him  here, 
And  love,  and  praise,  and  pray. 

3  One  day,  amid  the  place 

Where  God,  my  Saviour's  been, 
Is  sweeter  than  ten  thousand  day* 
Of  pleasure  and  of  sin. 

4  My  willing  soul  would  stay 

In  such  a  frame  as  this, 
Till  called  to  rise,  and  soar  away, 
To  everlasting  bhss. 

1^4.  lOs.  CH.   PSALMODT 

1  Again  the  day  returns  of  holy  rest, 
Which,  when   he   made   the   world,  Jehovah 

blest; 
When,  like  his  own,  he  bade  our  labors  cease, 
And  all  be  piety — and  all  be  peace. 

2  Let  us  devote  this  consecrated  day. 

To  learn  his  will,  and  all  we  learn  obey  ; 
So  shall  he  hear,  when  fervently  we  raise 
Our  supplications,  and  our  songs  of  praise. 

3  Father  of  heaven  !  in  whom  our  hopes  confidf*, 
Whose  power  defends  us,  and  whose  precepts 

guide ; 
In  life  our  guardian — and  in  death  our  friend  ; 
Glory  supreme  btt  thine,  till  time  shall  «ud. 
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95.  L.   M.  CHRIST.  OFFERING. 

The  Sabbath   day. 

1  O  DAY  of  pe.ice,  whose  dawning  ray 
Sdiile?  meekly  in  tlie  eastern  sky, 

I  love  to  own  thy  so'Uhing  sway, 

While  earth's  vain  cares  ;ind  lumuUs  die. 

2  O  day  of  joy,  thy  choral  strain 
Sounds  sweetly  in  the  pilgrim's  ear  ; 
The  listening  soul  forgets  its  pain, 
And  loses  all  its  gniity  fear. 

8  O  day  of  love,  v.hen  ho  who  died 
Removes  the  sinner's  load  of  wo, 
And.  smiling,  shows  his  wounded  side, 
Whence  hope,  and  life,  and  pardon  flow. 

4  O  day  of  rest,  what  heavenly  calm. 
What  hallowed  peace  thine  hours  impart  I 
How  often  has  thy  healing  bahn 
Revived  and  soothed  the  contrite  heart  I 

5  The  shades  of  earth  sh'ill  cloud  these  eyes, 
Each  earth-born  joy  be  lost,  unknown; 
Yet  still  thy  memory  shall  arise, 

Till  life's  last  lingering  spark  is  flown. 

^Q.  C"  M.  EDMESTON^ 

The  Lord's  daif. 

1  When  the  worn  spirit  wants  repose, 

And  sighs  iier  God  to  s(^ek  ; 
How  sweet  to  hail  the  evenini>-'s  close 
That  ends  the  weary  week  ! 

2  How  sweet  to  hail  the  early  dawn 

'I'hat  opens  on  the  sight, 
When  first  the  soul-reviving  morn 
Bc^ms  its  new  rays  of  li^ht  ■ 
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3  Sweet   day  !  thine  liours  too  soon  vviil  cease ; 

Yet,  while  they  gently  roll, 
Breathe,  Holy  Spirit,  source  of  peace, 
A  Sabbath  o'er  niy  soul ! 

4  When  will  my  pilgrimage  be  df)ne, 

The  world's  Icn^  week  be  o'er; 
That  Sabbath  dawn,  uhich  needs  no  sun, 
That  day,  which  fades  no  more? 

97.  S.   M.    SPIRIT    OF    THE  PSALMS, 

1  SwRET,  is  the  work,  O  Lord, 

Thy  glorious  name  to  sing, 
To  praise  and  pray — to  hear  thy  word, 
And  grateful  offerings  bring. 

2  Sweet — atthe  dawning  light, 

'I'hy  boundless  love  to  tell ; 
And  when  approach  the  shades  of  night, 
Still  on  the  ihenie  to  dwell. 

3  Swpet — on  this  day  <>f  rebt, 

To  join  in  heart  and  voice, 
With  those,  who  love  and  serve  thee  best, 
And  in  thy  name  rejoice. 

4  To  songs  of  praise  and  jov, 

Be  every  Sabluuh  given, 
That  such  may  be  our  be.--t  employ 
Eterjiaiiy  in  heaven. 

98,  L.  M.  WATTS, 

1  SwHRT  is  the  Work,  my  God,  my  Kincr, 

To  praise  thy  name,  give  thank-^,  and  sing, 
To  show  thy  love  by  morning  light, 
And  talk  of  all  thy  truth  at  night. 

2  Sweet  is  the  day  of  sacred  rest  — 

No  mortal  care  shall  seize  my  breast  ; 
<^>h  may  my  heart  in  tune  be  t'ound, 
Like  David'?  harp  of  solfiun  Found, 
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09  7s.  S.  F.  SMITH' 

Sabbath  Evening. 

1  Softly  fades  the  twilight  ray 
Of  tlie  holy  Sabbath  day  ; 
Gently  as  life's  setting  sun, 
When  the  Christian's  course  is  run, 

2  Night  her  solemn  mantle  spreads 
O'er  the  earth,  as  daylight  fades  j 
All  things  tell  of  calm  repose, 
At  the  holy  Sabbath's  close. 

3  Pi^ace  is  on  the  world  abroad  ; 
'Tis  the  holy  peace  of  God, — 
Sytiibol  of  the  peace  within, 
When  the  spirit  rests  from  sin. 

4  Still  the  Spirit  lingers  near, 
Where  the  evening  worshiper 
Seeks  communion  with  the  skies, 
Pressing  onward  to  the  prize. 

6  Saviour,  may  our  Sabbaths  be 
Days  of  peace  and  joy  in  thee, 
Till  in  heaven  our  souls  repose. 
Where  the  Sabbath  ne'er  shall  close. 

]  90.  S.    M.  F.  TAYLOR. 

Invitation  to  the  house  of  prayer. 

1   Come  to  the  house  of  prayer, 
O  thou  afflicted,  ccmie  ! 
The  God  of  peace  shall  meet  thee  there  ; 
He  makes  that  house  his  home. 

'2  Come  to  the  house  of  praise, 
Ye  who  are  happy  now  ; 
In  sweet  accord  your  voices  raise 
Your  knees'  togother  bow. 
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3  Ye  aged,  hither  come, 

For  ye  have  felt  his  love  ; 
Soon  shall  your  trembling  tongues  be  dumb, 
Your  lips  forget  to  move. 

4  Ye  young,  before  his  throne, 

Your  cheerful  antherns  raise  ; 
Nor  fet  your  hearts  his  praise  disown, 
Who  gives  you  power  to  praise. 

•5  Come  to  the  house  of  prayer, 
As  children,  brothers,  corue  ; 
A  Father's  blessing  on  us  there 
Shall  make  that  house  our  home. 

101.  '^3,  E.T.AYLOH 

IVurship. 

1   At  the  portals  of  thy  house. 
Lord  we  leave  our  mortal  cares  ; 
Nobler  thoughts  our  sculs  engage, 
Songs  of  praise  and  fervent  prayers; 
Pure  and  contrite  hearts  rdlone 
Find  acceptance  at  thy  throne. 

3  Hapless  men,  whose  footsteps  stray 
From  the  temple  o(  the  Lord ! 
Teach'them  Zion's  heavenly  way, 
To  their  feet  thy  light  afford  : 
Let  the  world  unite  to  raise 
Solemn  and  harmonious  praise. 

10,^.  C.  M.  HELtX   M.   WILLIAM* 

I  WiiiLF,  thee'l  seek,  protecting  power  ! 
Be  my  vaiu  wishes  stilled  ; 
And  may  this  consecrated  hour 
With  botfer  hopes  be  filled. 
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2  Thy  love  the  power  of  thought  bestowed  ; 

To  thee  my  thoughts  would  soar: 
Thy  mercy  o'er  my  life  has  flowed  ; 
That  mercy  I  adore. 

3  In  each  event  of  life,  how  clear 

Thy  rulinor  hand  I  see  ! 
Each  blessing  to  jdv  soul  most  dear, 
Because  conferred  by  thee. 

4  In  every  joy  that  crowns  my  days, 

In  every  pain  I  bear, 
My  heart  shall  find  delight  in  praise, 
Or  seek  relief  in  prayer. 

5  When  gladness  wings  my  fnvored  hour, 

Thy  love  my  thoughts  sliall  fill  ; 
Resigned,  when  storms  of  sorrow  lower, 
My  soul  shall  meet  thy  will. 

6  My  lifted  eye,  without  a  te'ir, 

The  crathering  storm  shall   see  ; 
My  steadfast  heart  shall  know  no  fear  j 
'I'hat  heart  will  rest  on  thee. 

103.  C.   M.  STEELE. 

i    Come,  ye  that  love  the  Saviour's  name, 
And  joy  to  make  it  known  ; 
The  Sovereign  of  your  heart  proclaim, 
And  bow  before  his  throne, 

'2  When  in  his  earthly  courts  we  view 
The  glories  of  our  King, 
We  long  to  live  as  angels  do, 
And  wish  like  thein  to  sing. 

^   And  sliall  we  long  and  wish  in  vain? 
Lord,  teach  our  songs  lo  rise  ; 
Thy  love  can  raise  our  humble  strain, 

And  bid  it  reach  the  skies. 
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4  Oh,  happy  period  ! — glorious  day  ! 
Wiien  heaven  and  earth  shall  raise, 
With  all  their  powers,  their  raptured  lay, 
To  celebrate  thy  praise. 

104.  S.    M.  MONTGOMERY. 

The  delight  of  worship. 

1  Pray  for  Jerusalem,, 

The  city  of  our  God  ; 
The  Lord  from  heaven  be  kind  to  them 
That  love  the  dear  abode  ! 

2  Within  these  walls  may  pence 

And  harmony  be  found  : 
Zion,  in  all  thy  palaces 
Prosperity  abound ! 

3  For  friends  and  brethren  dear. 

Our  prayer  shall  never  cease  ; 
Oft  as  tliey  meet  for  worship  here^ 
God  send  his  people  peace  ! 

05.  C.     M.  MILTON. 

1  How  lovely  are  thv  dwellings,  Lord  I 

From  noise  and  trouble  free  ! 
How  beautiful  the  sweet  accord, 
Of  Souls  that  pray  to  thee. 

2  Lord  God  of  hosts,  that  leign'st  on  high  ! 

They  are  the  truly  blest, 
Who  only  will  on  thee  rely, 
in  thee  albne  will  rest. 

lOG.  L.    M.  HEBER^ 

1   Come,  Jesus,  come,  return  again  ; 
With  brighter  beams  thy  servants  bless, 
"Who  long  to  feel  thy  })erfect  re'gn, 
And  shara  thy  kingdom's  haj)pine3S. 
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2  A  feeble  race,  by  passion  driven, 
In  darkness  and  in  doubt  we  roam, 
And  lift  our  anxious  eyes  to  heaven. 
Oar  hope,  our  harbor,  and  our  home. 

3  Come,  Jesus,  come,  and,  as  of  yore 
The  prophet  went  to  clear  thy  way  ; 
A  harbinger  thy  feet  before, 

A  dawning  of  thy  brighter  day  : 

4  So  now  may  grace  with  heavenly  shower 
Our  stony  hearts  for  truth  prepare, 

Sow  in  our  souls  the  seed  of  power, 
Then  come  and  reap  thy  harvest  there. 

107.  C.    M.  CH.  PSALMODY. 

Christ  the  Way,  Truth,  and  Life. 

I   Thou  art  the  way — to  thee  alone 
From  sin  and  death  we  flee  ; 
And  he  who  would  the  I'\uher  seek, 
Must  seek  him,  Lord,  by  thee, 

52  Thou  art  the  truth — thy  word  alone 
True  wisdom  can  impart ; 
Thou  only  canst  inform  the  mind. 
And  purify  the  heart. 

3  Thou  art  the  life — the  rending  tomb 

Proclaims  thy  conquering  arm. 
And  those  who  put  their  ^ust  iu  thee, 
Nor  death,  nor  hell  shall  harm. 

4  Thou  art  the  way — the  truth — the  life ; 

Grant  us  that  way  to  know, 
That  truth  to  keep— that  life  to  win, 
Whose  joys  eternal  flow. 
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108.  ^S.  COWPER. 

*'  Lev  est  thou  me?  " 

1  Hark,  my  soul ;  it  is  the  Lord ; 
'Tis  the  Saviour  ;  hear  his  word  ; 
Jesus  speaks,  and  speaks  to  thee, 
"Say,  poor  sinner,  lov'st  ihou  me? 

2  "  I  delivered  thee  when  bound, 

And  when  wounded,  healed  thy  wound  ; 
Sought  thee  wandering,  set  thee  right, 
Turned  thy^darkness  into  light. 

3  "Can  a  woman's  tender  care 
Cease  towards  the  child  she  bare  ? 
Yes,  she  may  forgetful  be  ; 

Yet  will  I  remember  thee. 

4j»"Mine  is  an  unchanging  love, 
Higher  than  the  heights  above, 
Deeper  than  the  depths  beneath, 
Free  and  faithful,  strong  as  death. 

5  "Thou  shalt  see  my  glory  soon, 
When  the  work  of  grace  is  done  ; 
Partnerof  my  throne  shalt  be  ; 
Say,  poor  sinner,  lov'st  thou  me?" 

6  Lord,  it  is  my  chief  complaint, 
That  my  love's  so  weak  and  faint; 
Yet  1  love  thee,  and  adore  ; 

O  for  grace  to  love  thee  more ! 

109  H.    M.  FELLOWS. 

1  How  highly  blest  are  they 

Who  love  and  serve  the  Lord, 
Who  jointly  to  him  pray, 

And  listen  to  his  word  ! 
His  word,  which  makes  the  simple  wise, 
Where  all  our  hope  and  comfort  lie^. 
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2  O  may  it  now  descend, 

Like  g-entle  showers  of  rain  ! 
May  every  soul  attend, 

And  may  it  loiinr  remain  ! 
Lord,  irive  us  food  for  many  days, 
And  fill  our  hearts  with  love  and  praise  ! 

IS®  L.    M.  HEBER. 

The  Saviour's  blessiiig  sough t. 

1  Forth  from  th^  dark  and  stormy  sUy, 
Lord  to  thine  altar's  shade  we  fly  ; 
Forth  from  the  worlo,  its  hope  and  fear, 
Saviour,  we  seek  thy  shelter  here  ; 
Weary  and  weak  thy  grace  we  pray. 
Turn  not,  O  Lord,  chy  guests  away. 

2  Long  have  we  roamed  in  wnnt  and  pain, 
L<'n«i  have  we  sought  thy  rest  in  vain, 
Wildered  in  doubt,  in  darkness  lost. 
Long  have  our  souls  been  tempest-tost : 
Low  at  thy  feet  our  sins  we  iay. 

Turn  not,  O  Lord,  thy  guest  away. 

Ill  C.   M.  sti:fle. 

The  prpsenre  of  God  sought  in  his  house. 

1  Come,  O  thou  King  of  all  thy  saints. 

Our  humble  tribute  own, 
Wi»ile  with  cur  praises  and  complaints, 
We  bow  before  thy  throne. 

2  How  should  our  SDr.gs,  like  those  above, 

With  warm  devotion  rise  ! 
How  should  our  souls,  on  wings  of  love, 
MoJnt  upward  to  the  skies  ! 

3  But  ah  !   the  song,  how  faint  it  flows  ! 

How  languid  our  desire  ! 
How  cold  the  sacred  passion  glows, 
Till  thou  the  heart  inspire  ! 
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4  Dear  Saviour,  let  thy  jrlorv  shine 
And  fill  thy  dweiJino-s  liere  ; 
Till  life,  j>.!id  love,  and  joy  divine, 
A  heaven  on  earth  appear. 

6  Then  sliall  onr  hearts,  enraptured, 'say, 
Come,  great  Redeemer — ccrne  ; 
And  bring  the  bri^rht— the  glorious  day, 
That  calls  thy  children  home. 

1  i^.  C.     M.  NEWTO.N. 

1  Great  Sheplierd  of  tl:y  people,  hear! 

'i'hy  presence  now  display: 
We  kneel  within  thy  house  of  prayer, 
Oh  !  give  us  hearts  to  pray. 

2  The  clouds,  which  veil  thee  from  our  sight, 

In  pity.  Lord,  remove  ; 
Dispose  our  minds  to  liear  aright 
The  message  of  thy  love, 

3  Help  us,  with  holy  fear  and  joy, 

To  kneel  before  thy  face; 
Oh  make  us,  creatures  of  thy  power; 
The  children  of  thy  grace. 

ilM  C.    M.  HEBER. 

T/ie  blr.asing  of  God  on  his  word  implored. 

1  O  God  by  whom  the  seed  is  given, 

By  wh  )m  the  harvest  blessed 
Whose  word,  like  manna  sent  from  Heaven, 
Is  planted  in  our  breast; 

2  Preserve  it  from  the  passing  feet, 

And  plunderers  of  the  air; 

The  sultry  sun's  intenser  heat, 

And  weeds  of  worldly  care. 
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3  Though  buried  deep,  or  thinly  strown, 
Do  thou  thy  grace  supply  ; 
The  hope  in  earthly  furrows  sown. 
Shall  ripen  in  the  sky. 

1  14  S.    M.  ANON 

Morning  prayer  meetings. 

1  How  sweet  the  melting  lay, 

Which  breaks  upon  the  ear. 

When  at  the  hour  of  rising  day» 

Christians  unite  in  prayer ! 

2  May  breezes  waft  our  cries 

Up  to  Jehovah's  throne ; 
O  Saviour,  listen  to  our  sighs, 
And  send  thy  blessing  down. 

115  L.    M.  e.  STENNETT. 

1  'Whfre  two  or  three,  with  sweet  accord, 
Obedient  to  their  sovereign  Lord, 
Meet  to  recount  his  acts  of  grace, 

And  offer  solemn  prayer  and  praise  ; — 

2  'There,*  says  the  Saviour,  'will  I  bf», 
Amid  this  little  company  ; 

To  them  unveil  my  smiling  face, 
And  shed  my  glories  round  the  place/ 

3  We  meet  at  thy  command,  dear  Lord^ 
Relying  on  thy  faithful  word  : 

Now  send  thy  spirit  from  above 
Now  fill  our  hearts  with  heavenly  love 
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116.  8  &  73.         urwick's  col. 
Divine  injiuence  implored. 

1   As  the  dew  from  heaven  distilling 

Gently  on  the  grass  descends, 
And  revives  it,  thus  falfilling 

What  thy  holy  will  intends, — 
Let  thy  word,  Lord,  ever  gracious. 

Thus  descending  from  above, 
Bless'd  by  thee,  prove  efficacious 

To  fulfil  thy  work  of  love 

•2  Lord,  behold  this  congregation. 

Now  thy  promises  fulfil  : 
From  thy  holy  habitation, 

Let  the  dew  of  life  distill  ; 
Let  our  cry  come  up  before  thee,  , 

Shed  thine  holy  spirit  round  ; 
So  thy  people  shall  adore  thee, 

And  confess  the  joyful  sound. 

117.  €.    M,  WATTf. 

Evening  Hymn. 

1  DsEAD  Sovereign,  let  my  evening  song 

Like  holy  incense  rise; 
Assist  the  offering  of  my  tongue 
To  reach  the  lofty  skies 

2  Through  all  the  dangers  of  the  day 

Thy  hand  was  still  my  guard  ; 
And  still  to  drive  my  wants  away, 
Thy  mercy  stood  prepared. 

3  Perpetual  blessings  from  above 

Encompass  me  around. 
But  O  how  few  returns  of  \ov% 
IJath  my  Creator  found. 
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4  What  have  I  done  for  him  v.ho  died 
To  save  my  wretched  soul? 
How  are  my  follies  nmltiplied 
Fast  as  uiy  minutes  roll ! 

6  Lord,  with  this  guilty  heart  of  mine 
To  thy  dear  cross  I  flee, 
And  to  thy  grace  my  soul  resjgn, 
To  be  renewed  by  thee. 

118.  S.    M.  CH.   PS.\LMOD   X 

Pariivg, 

1  Once  more  before  we  part, 

Oh  bless  the  Saviour's  name, 
Let  every  tongue  and  every  heart, 
Adore  and  praise  the  same. 

2  Lord,  by  thy  grace  we  came  ; 

Thy  blessing  still  impart ; 
We  meet  in  Jesus'  sacred  name^ 
In  Jesus'  name  we  part. 

3  Still  on  thy  holy  word 

We'll  live,  and  feed,  and  grow. 
And  still  go  on  to  know  the  Lord, 
And  practice  what  we  know. 

4  Now,  Lord,  before  we  part, 

Help  ns  to  ble.'^s  thy  name  : 
Let  every  tongue  and  every  heart 
Adore  and  praise  the  same. 

110.  I.    M.  H.   K.   WiriTE^ 

1   Sing,  christian  brethren  !  ere  we  part, — 
Join  every  voice  and  every  heart; 
Our  solemn  hymn  to  God  we  raise^ 
Ouf  final  son2f  of  trrateful  praise. 


WOP.SHIP.     120,  121.  71 


2  Christians,  we  here  may  meet  no  more, 
Bat  there  is  yet  a  happier  shore  ; 
And  there,  released  jrotn  toil  and  pain, 
Brethren,  we  all  shall  meet  again. 

3  Now  unto  God,  the  Three  in  One, 
Be  everlasting  glory  done; 

Oh,  raise,  ye  saints,  the  sound  again  ; 
Ye  nations  join  the  loud  amen  ! 


ISO. 


1  Lord,  't  is  sweet  to  mingle  where 
Christians  meet  for  social  prayer; 
0,'t  is  sweet  with  them  to  raise 
Songs  of  holy  joy  and  praise  ; 
Sweeter  far  that  state  must  be 
Where  they  meet  eternally. 

2  Saviour,  may  these  meetings  prove 
Preparations  from  above; 

While  we  worship  in  this  place, 
May  we  go  from  grace  to  grace  ^ 
Till  we,  each  in  his  degree, 
Ripe  for  endless  glory  be. 


SSI 


'StOIR, 


1   WuEN-'hall  we  meet  again  ? 

Meet  ne'er  to    sever  ? 
When  will  peace  wreathe  her  ch 

Round  us  forever  ? 
Our  hearts  will  ne'er  repose 
Safe  from  each  blast  that  blows., 
!r  <hisdark  vaieof  woes— 

N •ever  — no.  m-rer  I 
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2  When  shall  love  freely  flow 

Pure  as  life's  river  ? 
When  shall  sweet  friendship  glow 

Changeless  forever  ? 
Where  joys  celestial  thrill, 
Where  bliss  each  heart  shall  fill^ 
And  fears  of  parting  chill 

Never — no,  never  ! 

3  Up  to  that  world  of  light 

Take  us,  dear  Saviour  f 
May  we  all  there  unite, 

Happy  forever  ! 
Where  kindred  spirits  dwell, 
'i'here  may  our  music  swell, 
And  time  our  joys  dispel 

Never — no,  never. 

4  Soon  shall  we  meet  again — 

Meet  ne'er  to  sever  ; 
Soon  will  peace  wreathe  her  chais* 

Round  us  forever. 
Our  hearts  will  then  repose 
Secure  from  worldly  woes  ; 
Our  songs  of  praise  shall  close 

Never — no,  never  1 


II.         PENITENTIAL. 

'^'^*  C.  M.  Pratt's  coll, 

Confession. 

1  Almighty  Father  !  God  of  Grace  ! 

We  all,  like  sheep  astray, 
In  folly,  from  thy  paths  have  turned, 
Each  to  his  sinful  way. 

2  Sins  of  omission  and  of  act, 

Through  all  our  lives  abound , 
Alas  !  in  thought,  and  word,  and  deed, 
No  health  in  us  is  found. 

3  0  spare  us,  Lord  ! — in  mercy  spare  ! 

Our  contrite  souls  restore, 
Through  Him  who  suffered  on  the  cross, 
And  man's  transgressions  bore. 

4  And  grant.  O  Father!  for  his  sake, 

That  we,  through  all  our  days, 
A  just  and  godly  life  may  lead, 
To  thine  eternal  praise. 

The  contrite  heart. 
1  The  Lord  will  happiness  divine 
On  contrite  hearts  bestow ; 
Then  tell  me,  gracious  God,  is  nnnc 
A  contrite  heart,  or  no  ? 

2  I  hear,  but  seem  to  hear  in  vam. 
With  heart  as  hard  as  steel ;  ' 
\i  aught  is  i^li,  't  is  only  pain 
To  find  I  cannot  i^^X, 
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3  My  best,  desires  are  faint  and  few ; 

I  fain  would  strive  for  more, 
But,  when  I  cry,  'My  strength  renew/ 
Seem  weaker  than  before. 

4  Thy  saints  have  inward  joy  I  know, 

And  love  thy  house  ot  prayer; 
I  sometimes  go  where  others  go, 
But  find  no  comfort  there. 

5  O,  make  this  heart  rejoice  or  aciie^ 

Decide  this  doubt  for  me  ; 
And,  if  it  be  not  broken,  break ; 
And  heal  it  if  it  be. 

1^4.  C.    M,  DODDKIDGB. 

1  Perpetual  Source  of  light  and  grace, 

We  hail  thy  sacred  name  ; 
Through  every  year's  revolving  rounds 
Thy  goodness  is  the  same. 

2  On  us,  all  worthless  as  we  are, 

It  Avondrous  mercy  pours ; 
As  sure  as  heaven's  established  course, 
And  plenteous  as  the  showers. 

',]  Inconstant  service  we  repny, 

And  treacherous  vows  renew; 
As  false  as  morning's  scattering  cloud, 
And  transient  as  the  dew. 

4  In  flowing  tears  our  guilt  we  mourn, 

And  loud  implore  thy  grace. 
To  bear  our  feeble  footsteps  on, 
In  all  thy  righteous  ways. 

5  Armed  with  this  energy  divine, 

Our  souls  sbail  steadfast  move  ; 
And  with  increasing  transport  preb& 
To  thy  brigbt  courts  above. 
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1^5.  C.    M.  CH.  PSALMODy. 

Prayer  for   Repentance. 

1  Oh  for  that  tenderness  of  heart. 

Which  bows  before  the  Lord  ! 
That  owns  how  just  and  good  thou  art, 
And  trembles  at  thy  word  ! 

2  Oh  for  these  humble,  contrite  tears 

Whi';h  from  repentance  flow  ! 
That  sense  of  guilt,  which  trembling  fears 
The  long-suspended  blow  I 

3  Saviour,  to  me  in  pity  give 

For  sin  the  deep  distress, 
Tbe  pledge  th.m\  wilt  at  lasx  receive, 
And'bid  me  die  in  peace  ! — 

4  Oh  fill  my  soul  with  faith  and  love, 

And  strength '^to  do  thy  will ; 
Raise  my  desires  and  hopes  above, 
Thyself  to  me  reveal. 

2  2S.  C.    M.  STEELE 

1  Dear  Saviour  I  when  my  thoughts  recall 

The  wonders  of  thy  graee. 
Low  at  thy  feet,  ashamed,  I  fall, 
And  hide  this  wretched  face. 

2  Shall  ^ove  like  thine  be  thus  repaid  ? 

Ah  !  vile^, -ungrateful  heart ! 
By  earth's  low  cares  detained — betrayed 
From  Jesus]^to  depart. 

3  Oh  !  while  I  breathe  to  thee,  my  Lord, 

The  humble,  contrite  sigh. 
Grant  me  one  kind,  forgiving  word, 
With  pity  in  thine  eye  ! 

4  Then  shall  the  mourner  at  thy  feet 

Rejoice  to  seek  thy  face  ; 
And,  grateful,  own  hiow  kind — how  sweet 
•        Is  thy  forgiving  gm^e,  1 
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197.  CM.  STI,NNETT= 

The  Penitent's  prayer. 

1  Prostrate,  dear  Jesus,  at  thy  feet, 

A  guilty  rebel  lies ; 
And  upward  to  thy  mercy-scat, 
Presumes  to  lift  his  eyes. 

2  If  tears  of  sorroAV  would  suffice 

To  pay  the  debt  I  owe, 
Tears  should  from  both  my  weeping  eyes, 
In  ceaseless  torrents  flow. 

3  But  no  such  sacrifice  I  plead 

To  expiate  my  guilt  ; 
No  tears  but  those  which  thou  hast  shed, 
No  blood,  but  thou  hast  spilt. 

4  I  plead  thy  sorrows,  dearest  Lord, 

Do  thou  my  sins  forgive  ; 
Thy  justice  will  approve  the  word, 
That  bids  the  sinner  live> 


28.  C.    M.  CARTER, 

Tkelcompassion  of  God. 

1  0  Tiiou,  the  wretched's  sure  retreat, 

Who  canst  our  cares  control, 
Look  down,  and  with  thy  smile  of  peace, 
Revive  the  fainting  soul. 

2  New  life  from  thy  refreshing  grace 

Our  sinking  hearts  receive  \ 
Thy  gentle,  best-loved  attribute, 
To  pity  and  forgive. 

3  From  that  blest  source,  propitious  hope 

Appears  serenely  bright ; 
And  sheds  her  soft  diffusive  beam 

O'er  sorrow's  dismal  night.  ^ 
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4  Our  griefs  confess  her  vital  power, 
And  bjess  her  friendly  ray  ; 
Brin-ht  herald  to  the  smiling  moru 
Of  everlasting  day. 

ISO.  C.    M.  STEELE. 

Absence  from  God  deprecated. 

1  On  thou,  whose  tender  mercy  hears 

Contrition's  humble  sigh  , 
Whose  hand  indulgent  wipes  the  tears 
From  sorrow's  weeping  eye ; — 

2  See,  Lord,  before  thy  throne  of  grace, 

A  vv'retched  wanderer  mourn  : 

Hast  thou  not  bid  me  seek  thy  face  ? 

Hast  thou  not  said — '  Return'  ? 

3  Absent  from  thee,  my  Guide  !  my  Light ! 

Without  one  cheering  ray, 
Through  dangers,  fears,  and  gloomy  night, 
How  desolate  my  way  ! 

4  Oh  !  shine  on  this  benighted  heart, 

With  beams  of  mercy  shine  ! 
And  let  thy  healing  voice  impart 
Atasteof  joy  divine. 

130.  L.    M.  STEELE. 

Advocate. 

1  Where  is  my  God? — does  he  retire 
Beyond  the  reach  of  humble  sighs  ? 
Are  these  weak  breathings  of  desire 
Too  languid  to  ascend  the  skies  ? 

2  Look  up,  my  soul,  with  cheerful  eye, 
See  where  the  great  Redeemer  stands, 
The  glorious  Advocate  on  high, 
With  precious  incense  in  his  l^ands  ! 
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3  He  sweetens  every  humble  groan, 
He  recorriniends  each  broken  prayer  ; 
The  softest  call  before  his  throne 
May  rise  and  find  acceptance  there. 

4  Teach  my  weak  heart,  O  gracious  Lord, 
With  stronger  faitli  to  crill  tliee  mine  ; 
Bid  me  pronounce  the  blissful  word, 
My  Father y  Ged,  with  joy  divine. 

131.  CM.  doddkidge. 

1  My  Saviour,  let  me  hear  thy  voice 

Pronounce  the  word  of  peace ; 
And  all  my  warmest  powers  shall  join 
To  celebrate  thy  grace. 

2  With  gentle  voice,  sail  Me  thy  child, 

And  speak  my  sin  forgiven  ; 
The  accents  mild  shall  charm  mine  ear 
Like  all  the  harps  of  heaven. 

3  With  joy,  where'er  thy  hand  shall  lead 

The  darkest  path  I'll  tread  ; 
With  joy  I'll  quit  these  mortal  siiores, 
And  mingle  with  the  dead. 

4  When  dreadful  guilt  is  done  away, 

No  other  fears  we  know  ; 
That  hand,  which  seals  our  pardon  sure 
Shall  crowns  of  life  bestow. 

i:i*|.  C.    M.  NEWTON. 

Preciousness  of  Christ. 

1    How  sweet  the  name  of  Jesus  rounds 
In  a  believer's  ear  ! 
It  soothes  his  sorrows,  heals  his  wounds. 
And  drives  away  his  fear. 
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2  It  makes  the  broken  spirit  whole  ; 

It  calms  the  troubled  breast; 
'Tis  manna  to  the  hungry  soul, 
And  to  the  weary  rest. 

3  Jesus,  my  Shepherd  and  my  Friend, 

My  Prophet,  Priest,  and  King  ! 
My  Lord,  my  Life,  my  Way,  my  End, 
Accept  the  praise  I  bring. 

4  Weak  is  the  effort  of  my  heart. 

And  cold  my  warmest  thought  ; 
But  when  I  see  thee  as  thou  art, 
I'll  praise  thee  as  I  ought. 

5  Till  then  I  would  thy  love  proclaim, 

With  every  fleeting  breath  ; 
And  may  the  music  of  thy  name 
Refresh  my  soul  in  death. 

133.  L.    M.  WATTS 

Pardon  and  Sanctification  penitently  implored 

1  Snow  pity,  Lord — O  Lord,  forgive, 
Let  a  repenting  rebel  live; 

Are  not  thy  mercies  large  and  free? 
May  not  a  sinner  trust  in  thee  ? 

2  Oil  wash  my  soul  from  every  sin, 

And  make  njy  guilty  conscience  clean  ; 
Here,  on  rity  heart,  the  burden  lies, 
And  past  offences  pain  mine  eyes. 

3  Should  sudden  vengeance  seize  my  breath, 
I  must  pronounce  thee  just  in  death  ; 
And  if  my  soul  were  sent  to  hell, 

Thy  righteous  law  approves  it  vvell. 

4  Yet,  save  a  trembling  sinner,  Lord, 
Whose  hope,  still  hovering  round  thy  word, 
Would  light  on  some  sweet  promise  there, 
Some  sure  support  against  despair. 
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13<1.  S.  M.  m()NT(;omi:kx. 

Waiting  fur  God.     Psalm  130. 

1  Out  of  the  depths  of  woe, 

To  thee,  O  L.Ard,  I  cry  ; 
Darkness  surrounds  me,  yet  X  know 
That  thou  art  ever  nigh. 

2  I  cast  my  hopes  on  thee ; 

Thou  canst,  thou  wilt  forcrjve  : 
If  thou  shouldst  mark  ini(}uity, 
Who  in  thy  sight  could  live  I 

3  I  wait  for  thee;  I  wait, 

Confessing  all  my  sin  ; 
Lord,  I  am  knocking  at  thy  gate  , 
Open,  and  take  me  in. 

4  Glory  to  God  above  ! 

The  waters  soon  will  cease  : 
For  lo  \  tlie  swift-returning  dove 
Brings  liome  the  pledge  of  peacC' ! 

5  Though  storms  his  face  ob-cure', 

And  dangers  threaten  loud, 
Jehoyah's  covenant  is  sure, — 
His  bow  is  in  the  cloud  ! 

J  35.  S.   M.  WATTS. 

1  When  overwhelmed  witUVrief, 

My  heart  within  me  dies, 
Helpless,  and  far  fronj  idl  relief, 
To  heaven  1  lift  mine  eyes. 

2  Oh,  lead  me  to  the  rock 

I'hat's  high  above  niy  head, 
And  make  the  covvrt  of  thy  wings 
J>^y  sylielter  and  itiy  shade. 
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3  Within  thy  presence,  Lord, 
Forever  I'll  abide  ; 
Thou  art  the  tower  of  my  defence, 
The  refuge  where  I  hide. 

1S6.  C.    M.  EPI3.  COLL. 

PcniieJit  review  of  the  past. 

1  As,  o'er  the  past  my  memory  strays, 

Why  heaves  the  secret  siah  ? — 
'Tis  that  I  mourn  departed  days, 
Still  unprepared  to  die. 

2  The  world  and  worldly  things  beloved, 

My  anxious  thoughts  employed  ; 
And  time  unhallowed,  unimproved, 
Presents  a  fearful  void. 

3  Yet,  Holy  Father,  wild  despair 

Chase  from  my  lab'ring  breast, 
Thy  grace  it  is  which  prompts  the  prayer, 
That  grace  can  do  tim  rest. 

4  My  life's  brief  remnant  all  be  thine  ! 

And  when  thy  sure  decree 
Bids  me  this  fleeting  breath  resign, 
O  speed  my  soul  to  thee. 

1^7.  L.    M.  CH.  PSALMODY 

1  Thou  Prince  of  glory,  slain  for  me, 
Breathing  forgiveness  in  thy  prayer; 
That  loving,  melting  look  I  see. 
That  bursting  sigh,  that  tender  tear. 

2  Let  me  but  hear  t!l?y  dying  voice 
PtontHincG  forgiveness  in  my  breast ; 
?vly  trenibling  spirit  shall   rejoice, 
And  feel  tlie  calm  of  heavenly  rest. 
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3  Lord,  thine  iitoniiisx  blood  apply, 
And  life  or  denth  is  sweet  to  me  ; 
Til  life's  Inst  hour,  thy  ))rescnce,  infill, 
From  tear  shall  set  say  spirit  free. 

I  S5;^.  S.     M.  BF.DnOMK 

Rtpnifancc  in  view  of  Chrisfs  rompdssion. 

1  Did  Clirist  o'er  siiiner^is  weep, 

And  shall  our  cheeks  be  dry? 
Let  floods  of  penitential  crrief 
Burst  forth  frojn  every  eye. 

2  The  Son  of  God  in  tears — 

The  wondering  antrels  see  ! 
Be  thou  astonished,  O  my 


son 


lie  shed  those  tears — for  thee. 

3  lie  wept  —  tliat  we  niiglit  weep  — 
Eacii  sin  demands  a  tear; 
Iti  heaven  alone  no  sin  is  tbund, 
And  there's  no  weeping  there. 

139.  S.     M.  KPiS.    OOI.L 

Drprcnut}f. 

j    An,  how  shall  fallen  maji 
Be  just  before  his  God  ? 
If  he  contend  in  righteousness, 
We  fall  beneath  his  rod. 

^   If  lie  onr  ways  should  mark, 
With  strict  inquiring  eyes, 
Could  we  for  one  of  thousand  faults 
A  just  excuse  devise? 

i^   All-seeing  powerful  God  ! 

Who  can  with  th^e  contend  ? 
Or  who  that  tries  th'  unequal  strife 
Shall  prosper  in  tlie  end  I 
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4  Ah,  how  shall  guilty  man 

Contend  with  stich  a  God  ? 
None,  none  can  meet  him,  and  escape, 
But  through  the  Saviours  bloud. 

140  C.    M.  JONCS. 

The  Resolve. 

1  Come,  trembling  sinner,  in  whose  breast 

A  thousand  tlioughts  revolve  : 
Come,  with  your  guilt  and  fear  oppressed, 
And  make  this  last  resolve  : 

2  I'll  go  to  Jesus,  though  my  sin 

Hrith  like  a  mountain  rose  ; 
I  see  liis  Courts,  Fll  enter  in, 
Whatever  may  oppose. 

3  '  Prostrate  I'll  lie  before  his  throne, 

And  there  my  guilt  confess  ; 
ri]  tell  him  I'm  a  wretch  undone — 
Without  his  sovereign  grace. 

4  '  Perhaps  he  will  admit  my  plea, 

Perhaps  he'll  hear  my  prayer  ; 
But  if  I  perish,  I  will  pray, 
And  perish  only  there,' 

141.  L.    M.  MOORE 

Crying  for  31ercij. 

1  Awaked  from  sin's  delusive  sleep, 
My  heavy  guilt  I  feel  and  weep  : 
Beneath  a  weight  of  woes  oppressed, 
I  come  to  thee,  my  Lord,  for  rest. 

2  Now  from  thy  throne  of  bliss  above 
Shed  down  a  look  of  lieavenly  love  ; 
That  balm  shall  sweeten  all  my  pain, 
And  bid  my  soul  rejoice  again. 
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3    By  tliv  (ii\  iiK\  tr.iiisloi  iiiiii^i:  jiuwtT, 
My  niiiicd  iiMtiiic  now  n>t(  re  ; 
And  \c{  mv  lilt"  ;tii(I  liMiipcr  ^lmu\ 
In  birst  rt'stMiil)l;inf(\  l.onl,  \o  tliiiir 


tl2  S.    M.  COWi'EU 

1   Whkn  I  review  my  wnys. 

I  dread  tli'  imptMidiiit:;  diuun  ; 
Cut  sure,  a  friendly  wliisjier  says, 
'  Flee  from  the  u  rath  to  come.' 

!2  I  see,  or  think  1  see, 

A  ^iinnneriuix  from  afar; 
A  beam  of  day  that  shin(\s  for  iiw , 
To  save  me  from  despair. 

W  Forerunner  of  the  sun, 

It  marks  the  iHlorim's  way  ; 
ril  traze  upt^n  it  while  1  run, 
And  watch  the  rising  day. 

143.  S.    M.  NEW  ION 

The  Gu^pi'l  poo!. 

I   Beside  tlie  u;ospel  pi^ol. 
Appointed  for  tlie  poor, 
From  time  to  time  m}  helpless  l-^ouI 
Has  waited  for  a  cure. 

'2  How  often  liave  1  thought, 
Why  shouhl  I  K>nger  lie  ( 
iSurely  tlie  mercy  1  liave  sought 
Is  not  for  sucii  as  1. 

8  But  whither  can  T  g*)  ? 
There  is  no  other  ])ool 
Where  streams  of  sovereign  meiey  i\v\v, 
To  make  a  dinner  wliole. 
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111.  C.    P.     iM.  N!:WT(»N. 

Tha   Pettltait   surrfUflcr/jm. 

1    T.oiu),  thou  Iiast  won — at  leiij,ali  I  yicid  : 

AJy  heart,  by  iriijrhty  ;irace  couipelled. 

Surrenders  all  to  tliee  : 
Against  thy  terrors  long  I  strove, 
But  who  can  stand  against  thy  love  ? — 
Love  conquers  even  rae. 

'2  If  thou  had.st  bid  thy  thunders  roll, 
And  liglitnings  flash  to  blast^niy  soul, 

1  still  had  stubborn  been  : 
But  mercy  has  my  heart  subdued, 
A  bleeding  Saviour  I  have  viewed, 
And  now,  I  hate  my  sin. 

3  Now,  Lord,  I  would]be  thine  alone  ; 

Come,  take  possession  of  thine  own,  J 

For  thou  liast  set  me  free  : 
Released  from  Satan's  hard  command, 
See  all  my  powers  in  waiting  stand, 

To  be  employed  by  thee. 

145.  83  &.  6. 

1  JrsT  as  T  am — witliout  one  plea 
But  that  thy  blood  was  shed  for  me, 
And  that  thou  bid'st  me  come  to  thee — 

O  Lamb  of  God,  I  come  ! 

2  Just  as  I  am — and  waiting  not 
'J'o  rid  my  soul  of  one  dark  blot, 

To  thee,  whose  blood  can  cleanse  each  .spot — 
O  Lamb  of  God,  I  come  ! 

•i  Just  as  I  am — though  to.ssed  about, 
With  many  a  conflict,  many  a  doubt. 
Fightings  within,  and  fears  without—^ 
O  Lamb  of  God,  1  come  ! 
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4  Just  as  I  ;im — poor,  wretclied.  i)lind  ; 
Sight,  riches,  healing  o    tl>e  iiiiiid, 
Yea,  :ill  I  need,  in  thee  to  find — 

O  Lamb  ol'  God,  1  Conie  ! 

5  .Inst  as  I  am  —  thou  wilt  receive, 

Wilt  welcome,  pardon,  cleanse,  relieve, 
Because  thy  promise  I  believe — 
O  Lamb  ot"  God,  I  come  ! 

6  .Inst  as  I  am — tliy  love  unknown 
Has  broken  every  barrier  down  ; 
Now,  to  be  thine,  yea,  thine  alone—* 

O  Lamb  of  God,  I  come  ! 

SJ6.  C.    M.  iKRVIS. 

Peace  to  the  penitent. 

1   SwKET  is  the  friendly  voice  which  speaks 
The  words  of  life  and  peace  ; 
Which  bids  the  penitent  rejoice, 
And  sin  and  sorrow  cease. 

2  No  healing  balm  on  earth  like  this 
Can  cheer  the  contrite  heart ; 
No  flattering  dreams  of  earthly  bliss 
Such  pure  delight  impart. 

3  Thou  still  art  merciful  and^kind, 

'J'hy  mercy.  Lord,  reveal  : 
The  broken  heart  't  is  thou  canst  bind, 
The  wounded  spirit  heal. 

4  Let  thy  bright  presence.  Lord,  restore 

Peace  to  my  anxious  breast  ; 
Conduct  me   in  the  path  that  leads 
To  ever] 
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IJ7.  S.  M.  w^ 

Confession  and  Pardon. 

1  O  Bi.EssKD  souls  are  they, 

Whose  sins  are  covered  o'er  ! 
Divinely  blest  to  whom  the  Lord 
Imputes  their  guilt  no  more. 

2  They  mourn  their  follies  past, 

And  keep  their  hearts  with  care  ; 
Their  lips  and  lives  without  deceit, 
Shall  prove  their  faith  sincere. 

3  While  I  concealed  my  guilt, 

I  felt  the  painful  wound  ; 
Till  I  confessed  my  sins  to  thee, 
And  ready  pardon  found. 

4  Let  sinners  learn  to  pray, 

Let  saints  keep  nenr  the  throne  : 
Our  help  in  time  of  deep  distress 
Is  found  in  God  alone. 


in.      WARNINGS   AND   INVFTA 
TIONS  OF  THE  GOSt'EL. 

I<I8.  C.     M.        SrOTCII   PARAIMinASF.S. 

Ch  rist's   Invitnt'um. 
J    CoMF  nnto  me  all  ye  who  inoiini, 
Witli  cTiiilt  and  fears  opj^rest  ; 
Rosioii  to  me  the  willing  heart, 
And  I  will  give  you  rest. 

2  Take  up  my  yoke,  and  learn  of  me 
A  meek  and  lowly  mind  ; 
And  thus  your  weary  trouhled  souls 
,  Repose  and  peace  shall  find. 

t?  For  licrht  and  crcntle  is  my  yoke  ; 
The  hurtheu  I  imi)ose 
Shall  ease  the  heart  which  groaned  l)efore 
Beneath  a  load  of  woes. 

149.  C.   M.  SIR  J.  E.  vSMn  II. 

Expostnlatioti. 

I    Mortal!  this  earth  is  not  thy  home, 
Nor  mortal  joys  thine  end, 
Beyond  the  starry-spangled  dome, 
To  heaven,  thy  views  extend. 

H  Why  fondly  pluck  the  withering  (lowers 
That  only  deck  thy  tomb, 
While  fadeless  wreaths,  and  fairer  bovvers 
For  thee  imnVortal  bloom  .' 
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3  Resign  thy  spirit  to  thy  God ; 
Cast  flesh  and  sin  awny  : 

0  take  tlie  path  thy  Saviour  trod, 
And  rise  to  endless  day  ! 

150.  6s.  &  4s. 

Spir.   Songs. 

1  Child  of  sin  and  sorrow, 

Filled  witJi  dismay 
Wait  not  for  to-rnorrow, 

Yield  thee  to-day  ; 
Heaven  bids  thee  come, 

While  yet  there's  room  ; 
Child  of  sin  and  sorrow, 

Hear  and  obey. 

2  Child  of  sin  and  sorrow, 

Why  wilt  thou  die? 
Come,  while  thou  canst  borrow 

Help  from  on  high  ; 
Grieve  not  that  love, 

Which  I'rom  above, 
Child^of  sin  and  sorrow 

Would  brinnc  thee  n'wh. 

51.  L.    M.  rn.  P.SALMODV 

Danger  of  rejecting  Christ. 

1  Haijk  !  fjnoi  tlie  cross  a  voice  of  peace 
Bids  Sinai's  awful  thunder  cease  !  — 
Sinner  !  that  voice  of  love  obey, 
From  Christ,  the  true,  the  living  way. 

2  How  else  his  presence  wilt  thou  bear, 
When  he  in  judgment  shall  a])pear  ? 
When  slighted  love  to  wrath  shall  lurn^. 
And  all  the  earth  like  Sinai  burn  ? 
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3  Now  from  the  cross  a  voice  of  peace, 
Bids  Sinai's  awful  thunder  cease  ; 
O  sinner,  while  't  is  called  to  day, 
That  voice  of  saving  love  obey. 

153.  7s.  urwick's  coll. 

Expostulation. 

1  SiNNKR,  what  hast  thou  to  show. 
Like  the  joys  believers  know? 

Is  thy  path  of  fading  flowers. 
Half  so  bright,  so  sweet,  as  ours? 

2  Doth  a  skillful,  healing  friend, 
On  thy  daily  path  attend, 

And  where  thorns  and  stings  abound, 
Shed  a  balm  on  every  wound  ? 

3  When  the  tempest  rolls  on  high, 
Hast  thou  still  a  refuge  nigh  "? 
Can,  O  can  thy  dyiriij  breath 
Suniinon  one  more  strong  than  death  ? 

4  Canst  thou  ii'  that  awful  day 
Fearless  tread  the  gloomy  way, 
Plead  a  glorious  ransom  given. 
Burst  from  earth  and  soar  to  heaven  ? 

I. '53.  S.    M.  HYDK. 

Grieve  not  the  spirit.     Eph.  4  :  30. 

1  And  canst  thou,  sinner,  slight 

The  call  of  love  divine? 
Shall  God  with  terderness  invite, 
And  gain  no  thought  of  thine  ? 

2  Wilt  thou  not  cease  to  grieve 

Tlie  Spirit  from  thy  breast, 
Till  he  thy  wretched  soul  shall  leave 
With  all  thy  sins  opprest  ( 
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J3  To-day,  a  pardoning  God 

Will  hear  the  suppliant  pray  ; 
To  day,  a  Saviours  cleansing  blood 
Will  wash  thy  guilt  away. 

4  But,  grace  so  dearly  bought, 
If  yet  thou  wilt  despise. 
Thy  fearful  doom,  with  vengeance  fraught, 
Will  fill  thee  with  surprise. 

1^^'  C.    M.  URVVICk's  COLfc. 

Note  God  coinmandetli  all  men  every^vhere  to  repent. 

1  Repent,  the  voice  celestial  cries, 

Sinners  no  more  delay  ; 
Whoever  scorns  the  mandate,  dies, 
And  meets  a  vengeful  day. 

2  No  more  the  sovereign  eye  of  God 

O'erlooks  the  crimes  of  men  ; 
His  heralds  are  dispatched  abroad, 
To  warn  the  world  of  sin. 

3  Bow,  ere  the  awful  trumpet  sound, 

And  call  you  to  his  bar, — 
For  mercy  knows  th'  appointed  bound. 
And  turns  to  vengeance  there. 

B^^-  C.    M.  WATTS, 

Smneis  warned. 

1  SrxNER,  O  why  so  thoughtless  grown  ? 
Why  in  such  dreadful  haste  to  die  ? — ■ 
Daring  to  leap  to  worlds  unknown, — 
Heedless  against  thy  God  to  fly  ? 

2  Stay,  sinner!  on  the  gospel  plains, 
Behold  the  God  of  love  unfold 
The  glories  of  his  dying  pains, 

i  Forever  telling,  yet  untold. 
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1^6.  l».    M.  DWIGUT. 

S'uviers  inmtecl  to  immediate  repentance. 

1  While  life  prolongs  its  precious  light, 
Mercy  is  found — and  peace  is  given: 
But  soon — ah  soon  !  approaching  night 
Shall  blot  out  every  hope  of  heaven. 

^2  Soon,  borne  on  time's  most  rapid  wing, 
Shall  death  command  you  to  the  grave  ; 
Before  His  bar  your  spirits  bring. 
Who  then  will  neither  hear  nor  save. 

3  In  that  lone  land  of  deep  despair, 

No  Sabbath's  heavenly  light  shall  rise ; 
No  God  regard  your  bitter  prayer. 
No  Saviour  call  you  to  the  skies. 

4  Now  God  invites — how  blessed  the  day  ! 
How  sweet  the  gospel's  charming  sound  ! 
Come,  sinners,  haste — oh,  haste  away. 
While  yet  a  pardoning  God  is  found. 

157.  C.  L.  M.  ANON. 

1  Go  watch  and  pray  :  thou  canst  not  tell 
How  near  thine  hour  may  be; 

Thou  canst  not  know  how  soon  the  bell 
May  toll  its  notes  for  thee  : 

Death's  countless  snares  beset  th)"  way  ; 

Frail  child  of  dust,  go  watch  and  pray. 

y  Fond  youth,  while  free  from  blighting  care 
Does  thy  firm  pulse  beat  liigh? 

Do  hope's  glad  visions,  bright  and  fair. 
Sparkle  before  thine  eye  ? 

Soon  these  must  change,  must  pass  away  ; 

Frail  child  of  dust,  ^^o  watch  and  pray. 
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3  Ambition,  stop  thy  pnntintr  breath  : 

Prido,  sink  thy  lifted  eye  ! 
Bohold,  tlie  caverns  dark  with  death 

Before  you  open  He  ! 
The  heavenly  warning  now  obey  ; 
Ye  sons  of  pride,  go  watch  and  pray, 

4  Thou  aged  man!  life's  wintry  storm 

Hath  seared  thy  vernal  bloom  ; 
With  trembling  limbs  and  wasted  form, 

Thou  biMuJest  o'er  the  tomb  : 
An  I  can  vain  hope  lead  thke  astray  ! 
Go  !    ^.veary  pilgrim,  watch  and  pray. 

^:%^.  L.    M.  HYDE. 

1  Say,  sinner,  hath  a  voice  Avithin 
Oft  whispered  to  thy  secret  soul. 
Urged  thee  to  leave  the  ways  of  sin. 
And  yield  thy  heart  to  God's  control? — 

2  Sinner,  it  was  a  heavenly  voice, 
It  was  the  Spirit's  gracious  call ; 

It  bade  thee  make  the  better  choice. 
And  haste  to  seek  in  Christ  thine  all. 

3  Spurn  not  the  call  to  life  and  light ; 
Regard  in  time  the  warning  kind  ; 
That  call  thou  may'st  not  always  slight, 
And  yet  the  gate  of  mercy  find. 

4  Sinner — perhaps  this  very  day, 
Thy  last  accepted  time  may  be  ; 

Oh,  should'st  thou  grieve  him  now  aw^ay, 
Then  hope  may  never  beam  on  thee. 

I  5!l.         The  Doomed  Mem.     a.  a.  alkaander, 

1   Thkre  is  a  time,  we  know  not  when, 
A  point,  we  know  not  where, 
That  marks  the  destiny  of  men 
To  glory  or  despair. 
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2  There  is  a  line,  b}'  lis  unseen, 

That  crosses  every  path  ; 
The  hidden  boundary  between 
God's  patience  and  his  wrath. 

3  To  pass  that  limit  is  to  die, 

To  die  as  if  by  steahh  ; 
It  does  not  quench  the  beaming  eye, 
Or  pale  the  glow  of  health, 

4  The  conscience  may  be  still  at  ease, 

The  spirits  light  and  gay  : 
That  which  is  pleasing  still  may  please 
And  care  be  thrust  away. 

5  But  on  that  forehead  God  has  set, 

Indelibly,  a  mark. 
Unseen  by  man,  for  man  as  yet 
Is  blind'  and  in  the  dark. 

6  O  where  is  this  mysterious  bourne, 

By  which  our  path  is  crossed  ; 
Beyond  which,  God  himself  hath  sworn, 
That  he  who  goes  is  lost  ? 

7  How  far  may  we  o-o  on  in  sin  ? 


How  lonir  will  God  forbea 


Where  does  hope  end  ?  and  where  begin 
The  confines  of  despair]? 

8  An  answer  from  the  skies  is  sent : 
Ye  that  from  God  depart, 
While  it  is  called  to-day,  repent, 
And  harden  not  your  heart. 

1(10.  L.  M.  GRinfi 

Bclwld  I  stmid  at  the  door.     Rev.  8  :  20. 

1    Behold  a  stranger  at  the  door  ! 

He  gently  knocks — has  knock'd    before 
Has  waited  lon(r---is  waiting  still  : 
You  treat  no  other  friend  so  ill 
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2  Admit  him,  ere  his  anger  burn — 
His  feet,  departed,  ne'er  return  ; 
Admit  him,  or  the  hour's  at  hand 
You'll  at  Hjs  DOOR  rejected  stand. 

161.  L.    M.  MILLER 

/s'  there  no  hope  ? 

1  Is  there  no  hope  ?  O,  sinner,  pause  ! 
Turn  not  away  from  heaven  thy  face  \ 
Despise  tio  more  God's  holy  laws, 
Resist  not  his  inviting  grace. 

2  Is  there  no  hope  ?  that  word  recall, 
Thy  steps  retrace,  nor  dare  delay. 
Lest,  ere  thou  turn,  God's  anger  fall, 
And  hope  forever  flee  away. 

3  Is  there  no  hope?  yes,  sinner,  yes, — 
Repent,  and  to  the  Saviour  fly  : 
Will  he  be  deaf  to  your  distress, 
Who  listens  when  the  ravens  cry  ? 

4  Return! — the  bow  of  promise  mark, 
AboVe;where  death's  dark  billows  roar; 
For  soon,  when  sinks  thy  fragile  bark, 
'Twill  shine  upon  thy  soul  no  more. 

16'^.  7s.  EPIS.  COLL. 

1  Sinners,  turn — why  will  die  ? 
God,  your  maker,  asks  you  why  : 
God,  who  did  your  being  give. 
Made  you  with  himself  to  live. 

2  Sinners,  turn — why  will  ye  die  ? 
God,  your  Savior,  asks  you  why  : 
He,  who  did  your  souls  retrieve. 
He  who  died,  that  ye  might  live. 
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8  Will  you  let  him  die  in  vain  f 
Crucify  your  Lord  again  ? 
Why — ye  ransomed  sii)ners — why 
Will  ye  slight  his  grace,  and  die? 

4  Sinners,  turn — why  will  ye  die? 
God,  the  Spirit,  asks  you  why  : 
He  who  all  your  lives  hath  strove, 
Woo'd  you  to  embrace  his  love  ; — 

5  Will  ye  not  his  grace  receive  ? 
Will  ye  still  refuse  to  live? 
Oh  !  ye  dying  sinners,  why — 
Why  will  ye  forever  die  ? 

163.  S.  M.  pratt's  coll. 

1  All  yesterday  is  gone ! 

'l\)-morro\v's  not  our  own  ; 

O  sinner,  come,  without  delay, 

To  bow  before  the  throne. 

2  Oh  hear  his  voice  to-day, 

And  harden  not  your  heart : 
To-morrow,  with  a  frown,  he  may 
Pronounce  the  word — depart. 

164.  C.    M.  COLLY ER. 

God's  gracious  call  to  sinners. 


1 


And  seek  thy  Father's  face  ! 
Those  new  desires,  which  in  thee  burn,. 
Were  kindled  by  his  grace. 

Return,  O  wanderer — now  return  ! 

He  hears  thy  humble  sigh  : 
He  sees  thy  softened  spirit  mourn, 

When  no  one  else  is  nigh. 
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3  Return,  O  wanderer — now  return  ! 

Thy  Saviour  bids  thee  live  : 
Go  to  his  feet— and  grateful  learn 
How  freely  he'iJ  forgive. 

4  Return,  O  wanderer— now  return  ! 

And  wipe  the  falling  tear  : 
Thy  Father  calls— no  longer  mourn  ! 
'Tis  love  invites  thee  near. 

*^^-  "^S.  PRATT's  COLL 

1  Come  !  said  Jesus'  sacred  voice, 
Come,  and  make  my  paths  your  choice  : 
I  vvill  guide  you  to  your  home- 
Weary  pilgrims  !  hither  come. 

2  Hither  come— for  here  is  found 
Balm  for  every  bleeding  wound, 
Peace,  which  ever  shall  endure— 
Restj  eternal— sacred— sure  ! 

'^"'  7s.  BRIGGS'  COLL, 

Come  Home  ! 

1  Soul  !  celestial  in  thy  birth, 
Dwelling  yet  in  lowest  earth, 
Panting,  shrinking  to  be  free. 
Hear  God's  spirit  whisper  thee. 


2  Thus  it  saith,  in  accents  mild,— 

*'  Weary  wanderer,  wayward  child, 
From  thy  Father's  earnest  love 
Still  forever  wilt  thou  rove  ? 

3  "Turn  to  hope,  and  peace,  and  light, 
Freed  from  sin,  and  earth,  and  night 
I  have  called,  entreated  thee. 

In  my  mercies  gentle,  free. 
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4  '*  Human  soul,  in  love  divine 
I  have  sought  to  make  thee  mine  ; 
Still  for  thee  good  angels  yeatn  ; 
Human  soul,  return,  return  !" 

107.  7s.  HAWES. 

1  From  the  cross  uplifted  high, 
Where  the  Saviour  deigns  to  die, 
AVhat  melodious  sounds  we  hear, 
Bursting  on  the  ravished  ear  ! — 
'Love's  redeeming  work  is  done — 
Come  and  welcome,  sinner,  come  ! 

2  Sprinkled  now  with  blood  the  throne. 
Why  beneath  thy  burdens  groan  ? 
On  my  pierced  body  laid, 

Justice  owns  the  ransom  paid — 
Bow  the  knee,  and  kiss  the  Son — 
Come  and  welcome,  sinner,  come  ! 

3  Spread  for  thee,  the  festal  board. 
See  with  richest  dainties  stored  ; 
To  thy  Father's  bosom  pressed, 
Yet  again  a  child  confessed, 
Never  from  his  house  to  roam — 
Come  and  welcome,  sinner,  come ! 

4  Soon  the  days  of  life  shall  end — 
Lo,  I  come — your  Saviour,  Friend! 
Safe  your  spirits  to  convey 

To  the  realms  of  endless  day  ; — 

Up  to  my  eternal  home — 

Come  and  welcome,  sinner,  come  !' 

168.  S.    M.  EPIS.   COLL- 

1  Oh,  cease  !  my  wandering  soul. 
On  restless  wing  to  roam  ; 
All  this^wide  world,  to  either  pole, 
Has  not  for  thee  a  home. 
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2  Behold  the  ark  of  G<,d  ! 

Behold  the  open  door  ; 
Oh  !  haste  to  gain  that  dear  abode, 
And  rove,  my  soul,  no  more. 

3  There,  safe,  thou  shalt  abide, 

There,  sweet  shall  be  thy  rest. 
And  every  longing  satisfied, 
With  full  salvation  blest. 

100.  Ts.  ANONYMOUS. 

The  Prodigal 

1  Brother,  hast  thou  wander'd  far 
From  thy  Father's  happy  home, 
With  thyself  and  God  at  war? 

Turn  thee,  brother,  homeward,  come  ' 

2  Hast  thou  wasted  all  the  powers 
God  for  noble  uses  gave? 
Squandered  life's  most  golden  hours  ? 
Turn  thee,  brother,  God  can  save  ! 

3  Is  a  mighty  famine  now 

In  thy  heart  and  in  thy  soul? 

Discontent  upon  thy  brow  ? 

Turn  thee, — God  will  make  thee  whole  ! 

4  He  can  heal  thy  bitterest  wound. 
He  thy  gentlest  prayer  can  hear  ; 
Seek  Him,  for  He  may  be  found  ; 
Call  upon  Him;  He  is  near. 

]  70.  L.  M.  WATTS. 

The  hroad  and  narrow  way$. 

1    Broad  is  the  road  that  leads  to  death, 
And  thousands  walk  together  there  ; 
But  wisdom  shows  a  narrow  path, 
With  here  and  there  a  trav  eler. 
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2  'Deny  thyself,  and  take  tliy  cross,' 
Is  the  Redeemer's  great  command  ; 
Nature  must  count  her  gold  hut  dross. 
If  she  would  gain  this  heavenly  land. 

3  The  fearful  soul,  that  tires  and  faints, 
And  walks  the  ways  of  God  no  more, 
Is  hut  esteemed  almost  a  saint, 

And  makes  his  own  destruction  sure. 

4  Lord,  let  not  all  my  hopes  be  vain  ; 
Create  my  heart  entirely  new; 
Which  hypocrites  could  ne'er  attain  ; 
Which  false  apostates  never  knew. 

171.  C.  M.  HOSKINS. 

Time  is  short.     1  Cor.  7  :  29. 

1  *The  time  is  short !'  sinners,  beware, 

Nor  trifle  time  away  ; 
The  word  of  great  salvation  hear, 
While  it  is  called  to-day. 

2  'The  time  is  short !'  O  sinners,  now 

To  Christ,  the  Lord,  submit  ; 
To  mercy's  golden  sceptre  bow, 
And  fall  at  Jesus'  feet. 

3  'The  time  is  short!'  ye  saints,  rejoice — 

The  Lord  will  quickly  come; 
Soon  shall  you  liear  the  Bridegroom's  voice. 
To  call  you  to  your  home. 

4  'The  time  is  short !'  the  moment  near, 

When  we  shall  dwell  above, 
And  be  forever  happy  there, 
With  Jesus,  whom  we  love. 
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t72.  C.    M,  LUTHERAN    COLL 

J  On  what  amazing  words  of  grace 
Are  in  the  gospel  found  ! 
Suited  to  every  sinner's  case, 
Who  knows  the  joyful  sound. 


2  Poor,  sinful,  thirsty,  fainting  souls, 
Are  freely  welcome  here  ; 
Salvation  like  a  river  rolls, 
Abundant,  free,  and  clear, 

3  Come  then,  with  all  your  wants  and  wounds. 
Your  every  burden  bring  ; 
Here  love — unchanging  love  abounds, 
A  deep,  celestial  spring  ! 

173,  8s,    7s    &    4s.  HART. 

Si?ine7-s  entreated  hij  the  mercies  of  Christ. 

1  Come,  ye  sinners — poor  and  wretched. 

Come  in  mercy's  gracious  hour  ! 
Jesus  ready  stands  to  save  you, 
Full  of  pity,  love,  and  power : 

He  is  able — 
He  is  willing — doubt  no  more. 

2  Come,  ye  thirsty — ye  are  welcome  ! 

God's  free  bounty  glorify  : 
True  belief,  and  true  repentance, 
Every  grace  which  brings  us  nigh, 

Without  money — 
Come  to  Jesus  Christ,  and  buy- 
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3  Agfonizing  in  the  garden, 

Lo  !  the  Saviour  prostrate  lies  ! 
On  the  bloody  cross  beiiold  him, 
Hear  him  cry  before  he  dies — 

*lt  is  finished  !' — 
Heaven's  atoning  sacrifice ! 

4  Lo !  th'  incarnate  God,  ascended, 

Pleads  the  merit  of  his  blood  ; — 
Venture  on  him — venture  wholly  ; 
Let  no  other  trust  intrude  : 

None  but  Jesus — 
Can  do  helpless  sinners  good. 

174.  S.    M.  EPIS.   COLL. 

1  The  Spirit  in  our  hearts, 

Is  whispering,  'sinner,  come  :' 
The  bride,  the  church  of  Christ  proclaims 
To  all  his  children,  'come  !' 

2  Let  him  that  heareth  say 

To  all  about  him,  'come  !' 
Let  him  that  thirsts  for  rightousness, 
To  Christ,  the  fountain  come  ! 

3  Yes,  whosoever  will. 

Oh  let  him  freely  come. 
And  freely  drink  the  stream  of  life  ; 
'Tis  Jesus  bids  him  come. 

4  Lo !  Jesus,  who  invites. 

Declares,  'I  quickly  come  :* 
Lord,  even  sol  we  wait  thine  hour; 
O  blest  Redeemer  come  ! 

175.  S.    M.  DOBKLL. 

Now  the  accepted  time. 
1  Now  is  th'  accepted  time, 
Now  is  the  day  of  grace; 
Now,  sinners,  come,  without  delay, 
And  seek  the  Saviour's  face. 
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2  Now  is  til'  acceptedftime, 

The  Saviour  calls  to-day  ; 
To-morrow  it  may  be  too  late, 
Then  why  should  you  delay? 

3  Now  is  th'  accepted  time, 

The  gospel  bids  you  come  ; 

And  every  promise  in  his  word 

Declares^there  yet^is  room. 

4  Lord,  draw  reluctant  souls, 

And  feast  them  with  thy  love  :         "^ 
Then  will  the  angels  swiftly  fly 
To  bear^the  news  above. 

176-  S.  M.  •  Pratt's  coll 

The"  way  of  sin  not  the  waif  Jo  heaven. 

2  Can  sinners  hope  for  heaven. 
Who  love  this  world  so  well  ? 
Or  dream  of  future  joy  andjpeace, 
While  on  the  road  to  hell  ? 

2  Can  sin's  deceitful  way 

Conduct  to  Z ion's  hill  ? 
Or  those  expect  with  God  to  reign 
Who  disregard  his  will  ? 

4^Shall  they;hosannas  sing. 

With  an  unhallowed  tongue, 
Shall  palms  adorn  the  guilty  hand 
Which  does  its  neighbor  wrong  ? 

4  Thy  grace,  O  God,  alone, 

Good  hopes  can  e'er  afford ! 
The  pardoned  and  renewed  shall  see 
The  glory  of  the  Lord. 
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177.  7s.  SCOTT. 

1  Haste,  O  sinner — now  be  wise; 

Stay  not  for  the  morrow's  sun  : 
Wisdom,  if  you  still  despise, 
Harder  is  it  to  be  won. 

2  Haste — and  mercy  now  implore  ;] 

Stay  not  for  the  morrow's  sun  ; 
Lest  thy  season  should  be  o'er, 
Ere  this  evening's  stage  be  run. 

3  Haste,  O  sinner — now  return  ; 

Stay  not  for  the  morrow's  sun  ; 
Lest  ihy  lamp  should  cease  to  burn. 
Ere  salvation's  work  is^done. 

4  Haste,  O  sinner — now  be  blest ; 

Stay  not  for  the  morrow's  sun ; 
Lest  perdition  thee  arrest, 
Ere  the  morrow  is  begun. 

178.  L.  M.  Pratt's  COLL. 

0?ie  thing  needful. 

1  Why  will  ye  waste  on  trifling  cares 
That  life  which  God's  compassion  spar-es  ? 
While,  in  the  various  range  of  thought, 
The  one  thing  needful  is  forgot  ? 

2  Shall  God  invite  you  from  above  ? 
Shall  Jesus  urge  his  dying  love  ? 

Shall  troubled  conscience  give  you  pain  ? 
And  all  these  pleas  unite  in  vain  ? 

3  Not  so  your  eyes  will  always  view 
Those  objects  which  you  now  pursue  ; 
Not  so  will  heaven  and  hell  appear,^ 
When  death's  decisive  hour  is  near. 
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4  Almighty  God  !  thy  grace  impart ; 
Fix  deep  conviction  in  each  heart;      , 
Nor  let  us  waste  on  trifling  cares 
That  life  which  thy  compassion  spares. 

17J>.  8s,    7s    &    4s.  REED. 

The  sinner  invitpcl  and  threatened. 
I  Hear,  O  sinner  ! — mercy  hails  you, 
Now  with  sweetest  voice  she  calls ^ 
Bids  you  haste  to  seek  the  Saviour, 
Ere  the  hand  of  justice  falls  ; 

Hear,  O  sinner  ! — 
'Tis  the  voice  of  mercy  calls. 

2  See  !  the  storm  of  vengeance  ^ajthering 
O'er  the  path  you  dare  to  tread ; 
Hark  !  the  awful  thunders  rt)lling 
Loud,  and  louder  o'er  your  head  ; — ■ 

Turn,  O  sinner  ! — 
Lest  the  lightnings  strike  you  dead. 

2  Haste !  O  sinner  !  to  the  Saviour, 
Seek  his  mercy  while  you  may  ; 
Soon  the  day  of  grace  is  over  ; 
Soon  your  life  will  pass  away ; 

Haste,  O  sinner ! — 
You  must  perish — if  you  stay. 

180.  8s  &  7s. 

Co?jic  to  Jesus. 

*1  *  Come' — 'tis  Jesus'  invitation — 

Now  to  mourning  souls  addressed  ; 
Why,  O  why  such  hesitation  ? 
Mourners,  he  will  give  you  rest. 

2  Do  ye  fear  your  own  unfitness. 
Burdened  as  ye  are  with  sin  ? 
'Tis  the  Holy  Spirits  witness  ; 
Christ  invites  you  ; — enter  in. 


106  WARNINGS  AND     181. 


3  Stay  not  pondering  on  your  sorrow, 

Turn  from  your  own  self  away, 
Dare  not  linger  till  to-morrow, — 
Come  to  Christ,  without  delay. 

4  He  will  give — we  ne'er  can  merit — 

Perfect  peace  and  heavenly  rest; 
What  a  treasure  we  inherit  ! 
How  are  contrite  sinners  blest ! 

5  Jesas,  with  thy  word  complying, 

Firm  our  faith  and  hope  shall  be  ; 
On  thy  faithfulness  relying, 
•We  will  cast  our  souls  on  thee. 


181.  8s    &/    4.  reed's  COLL. 

1  Hark,  harV  !  the  gospel  trumpet  sounds  ; 
Through  earth  and  heaven  the  echo  bounds ; 
Pardon  and  peace  by  Jesus'  blood  ! 
Sinners  are  reconciled  to  God, 

By  grace  divine ! 

2  Come,  sinners,  hear  the  joyful  news, 
Nor  longer  dare  the  grace  refuse  ; 
ISlercy  and  justice  here  combine, 
Goodness  and  truth  harmonious  join, 

T'  invite  you  near. 


Ye  saints  in  glory,  strike  the  lyre; 
Ye  mortals,  catch  the  sacred  fire; 
Let  both  the  Saviour's  love  proclaim-^ 
Forever  worthy  is  the  Lamb, 
Of  endless  praise. 
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182  L.    M.  STEELE. 

1  Come,  weary  souls,  with  sin  oppressed, 
Oh  come!  accept  the  promised  rest; 
The  Saviours  gracious  call  obey, 
And  cast  your  gloomy  fears  away. 

2  Oppressed  with  guilt — a  painful  load, 
Oh  come,  and  bow  before  your  God  ! 
Divine  compassion,  mighty  love, 
Will  all  the  painful  load  remove. 

3  There  mercy's  boundless  ocean  flows. 

To  cleanse  your  guilt — and  heal  your  woes ; 
Here's  pardon,  life,  and  endless  peace — 
How  rich  the  gift ! — how  free  the  grace ! 


1^3.  C.    M.  STEELE. 

Christ's  invitation  to  sinriers, 

1  The  Saviour  calls — let  every  ear 
Attend  the  heavenly  sound ; 
Ye  doubting  souls,  dismiss  your  fear ; 
Hope^^smiles  reviving  round. 

^  For  every  thirsty,  longing  heart, 
Here  streams  of  bounty  flow ; 
And  life,  and  health,  and  bliss  impart, 
To  banish  mortal  woe, 

3  Ye  sinners,  come — 'tis  mercy's  voice ; 

That  gracious  voice  obey  ; 
'Tis  Jesus  calls  to  heavenly  joys — 
And  can  you  yet  delay? 

4  Dear  Saviour  !  draw  reluctant  hearts  ; 

To  thee  let  sinners  fly. 
And  take  the  bliss  thy  love  imparts. 
And  drink — and  never  die^ 
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184L  '  7s. 

1  Sinner  !  rouse  thee  from  thy  sleep, 
Wake — and  o'er  thy  folly  weep  ; 
Raise  thy  spirit,  dark  and  dead, 
Jesus  waits  his  light  to  shed. 

2  Wake  from  sleep — arise  from  death — 
See  the  bright  and  living  path  : 
Watchful  tread  that  path — be  wise, 
Leave  thy  folly — seek  the  skies. 

3  Leave  thy  folly — cease  from. crime; 
From  this  hour  redeem  thy  time ; 
Life  secure,  without  delay, 

Evil  is  thy  mortal  day. 

4  Oh  !  then,  rouse  thee  from  thy  sleep, 
Wake  !   and  o'er  thy  folly  weep  ; 
Jesus  calls  from  death  and  night, 
Jesus  waits  to  sheds  his  light. 

185.  12s.  TIIORNBY 

1  The  voice  of  free  grace  cries,  'Escape  to  the  mountaiu  . 
For  Adam's  lost  race  Christ  hath  opened  a  fountain  j 
For  siu  and  uncleauuess,  and  every  transgression, 

His  blood  flows  most  freely  in  streams  of  salvation. 
Hallelujah  to  the  Lamb,  who  Las  died  for  our  pardon, 
We'll  praise  bim  again,  when  we  pass  over  Jordan. 

2  Now  Jesus,  our  King,  reigns  triumphantly  glorious ; 
O'er  sin,  death,  and  bell,  he  is  more  than  victorious ; 
With  shouting  proclaim  it — O  trust  in  his  passion, 
He  saves  us  most  freely — 0  precious  salvation! 

Hallelujah  to  the  Lamb,  &c. 

3  The  Saviour  his  name  now  proclaims  all  victorious, 
He  reigns  over  all,  and  his  kingdom  is  glorious : 
To  Jesus  we'll  join  with  the  great  congregation, 
And  triumph,  ascribing  to  him  our  salvation. 

Hallelujah  to  the  Lamb,  &c. 

4  With  joy  shall  we  stand,  when  escaped  to  the  shore  ; 
With  liarps  in  our  hands,  we'll  jiraise  lim  the  more  ; 
We'll  rfiDge  the  sweet  plains  on  the  bank  of  the  river, 

And  sing  of  salvation  forever  and  ever! 
Hallelujah  to  the  Lianb,  <tc. 
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186.  Bs.    &    7s.  BOWRING. 

Glorying  in  the  cross. 

1  When  the  woes  of  life  o'ertake  me, 

Hopes  deceive  and  fears  annoy, 
Never  shaJl  the  cross  forsake  me  ; 
Lo  !  it  glows  with  peace  and  joy. 

2  When  the  sun  of  bliss  is  beaming 

Light  and  love  upon  my  way, 
From  the  cross  the  radiance  streaming 
Adds  more  lustre  to  the  day. 

3  Grief  and  blessing,  pain  and  pleasure, 

By  the  cross  are  sanctified ; 
Peace  is  there  that  knows  no  measure, 
Joys  that  through  all  time  abide. 

4  In  the  cross  of  Christ  I  glory, 

Tov/ering  o'er  the  wrecks  of  time. 
All  the  light  of  sacred  story 

Gathers  round  its  head  sublime, 

187.  L.  M.  cowPEB. 

1  When  darkness  long  has  veiled  my  mind, 
And  smiling  day  once  more  appears; 
Then,  gracious  Father,  then  I  find 
The  folly  of  my  doubts  and  fears. 

12  O  let  me  then  at  length  be  taught. 
What  I  am  still  so  slow  to  learn ; 
That  God  is  love,  and  changes  not, 
Nor  knows  the  shadow  of  a  turn. 
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I8&0  S.    M.  MORAVIAN^ 

Self 'Surrender  to  God. 

1  Lord,  bring  me  to  resign 

My  doubting  heart  to  thee ; 
And  whether  cheerful  or  distressed. 
Thine,  thine  alone  to  be. 

2  My  only  aim  be  this, — 

Thy  purpose  to  fulfil, 
In  thee  rejoice  with  all  my  strength^ 
And  do  thy  holy  will, 

3  Lord,  thy  all-seeing  eye 

Keeps  watch  with  j.ealous  care  ; 
Thy  great  compassion  never  fails  ; 
Thou  hear'st  my  ready  prayer. 

4  So  will  I  firmly  trust. 

That  thou  wilt  guide  me  still, 
And  guard  me  safe  throughout  the  way 
That  leads  to  Zion's  hilL 

Lovest  tJiou  me  1 

1  Do  not  I  love  thee,  O  my  Lord  ?^ — 

Behold  my  heart,  and  see ; 
And  turn  each  worthless  idol  out. 
That  dares  to  rival  thee. 

2  Do  not  I  love  thee  from  my  soul  ?— - 

Then  let  me  nothing  love  : 
Dead  be  my  heart  to  every  joy, 
Which  thou  dost  not  approve. 

3  Is  not  thy  name  melodious  still, 

To  mine  attentive  ear? 
Doth  not  each  pulse  with  pleasure  bea»^ - 
My  Saviour's  voice  to  hear  % 


THE  CHRISTIAN  LIFK     190.        Ill 

4  Hast  thou  a  lamb  in  all  thy  flock, 

I  would  disdain  to  feed  ? 
Hast  thou  a  fee,  before  whose  face 
I  fear  thy  cause  to  plead  ? 

5  Thou  knovv'st  I  love  thee,  O  my  Lord, 

But  yet  I  long  to  soar 
Far  from,  the  sphere  of  mortal  joys^ 
That  I  may  l©ye  thee  more^ 

190.  7s.  NEWTON. 

Lovest  thou  ttw  ? 

1  'Tis  a  point  I  long  to  know^ 

Oil  it  causes  anxious  thought — 
Do  I  love  the  Lord,  or  no ; 
Am  I  his,  or  am  I  not  ? 

2  If  I  love,  why  am  I  thus  ? 

Why  this  dull  and  lifeless  frame  t 
Hardly,  sure,  can  they  be  worse, 
Who  have  never  heard  his  name. 

3  When  I  turn  my  eyes  witkin, 

All  is  dark,  and  vain,  and  wild , 
Fiil'd  with  unbelief  and  sin, 
Can  I  deem  myself  a  child  ? 

4  If  I  pray,  or  hear,  or  read. 

Sin  is  mix'd  with  all  I  do  ; 
You  that  love  the  Lord  indeed, 
Tell  me,  is  it  thus  with  you  ? 

•5  Yet  f  mourn  my  stubborn  will, 
Find  my  sin  a  grief  and  thrall  ; 
Should  I  grieve  for  what  I  feel, 
If  i  did  not  love  at  all  1 
6  Lord,  decide  the  doubtful  case  ! 
Tkou,  who  art  thy  people's  sun, 
Shine  upon  thy  work  of  grace, 
If  it  be  indeed  be^un. 
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7  Let  me  love  thee  more  andmore, 
If  I  love  at  all,  I  pmy  I 
If  I  have  not  loved  before, 
Help  me  to  begin  to-day. 

191.  CM.  watts: 

Protection  and  safety. 

1  Unsetakf.n  as  the  sacred  hill, 

And  firm  as  mountains  be, 
Firm  as  the  rock  the  soul  shall  rest, 
That  leans,  O  Lord,  on  thee. 

2  Not  walls  nor  hills  could  guard  so  well 

Old  Salem's  happy  ground, 

As  those  eternal  arms  of  love, 

That  every  saint  surround. 

3  Deal  gently,  Lord,  with  souls  sincere, 

And  lead  them  safely  on, 
To  the  bright  gates  of  paradise. 
Where  Christ  their  Lord  is  gone. 

192.  8s  7s  &  4s. 

1  On  my  soul,  what  means  this  sadness  ? 
Wherefore  art  thou  thus  cast  down  ? 
Let  thy  griefs  be  turned  to  giadn3ss ; 
Bid  thy  restless  fears  be  gone  ; 

Look  to  Jesus, 
And  rejoice  in  his  dear  name. 

^'  2  What  though^Satan's  strong  temptations]} 
Vex  and  grieve  thee,  day  by  day ; 
And  thy  sirjful  inclinations 
Often  fill  thee  with  dismay  ; 

Thon'shalt  conquer. 
Through  the  Lamb's  redeeming  blood. 
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3  Though  ten  thousand  ills  beset  thee, 
From  without  and  from  within  ; 
Jesus  saith  he'ii  ne'er  forget  thee, 
But  will  save  from  hell  and  sin  ; 

He  is  faithful 
To  perform  his  gracious  word, 

\  Thou(rh  distresses  now  attend  thee, 
And  thou  tread'st  tlie  thorny  road  : 
His  right  hand  shall  still  defend  thee  ; 
Soon  he'll  bring  thee  home  to  God  ! 

Therefore  praise  him, 
Praise  the  great  Redeemer's  name. 

103.  C.    M.  HERVEY. 

1  Since  all  the  varying  scenes  of  time 

God's  watchful  eye  surveys, 
Oh,  who  so  wise  to  choose  our  lot, 
Or  to  appoint  our  ways  ! 

2  Good,  vvhen  he  gives — suprem.ely  good, 

Nor  less  when  he  denies, 
Ev'n  crosses,  from  his  sovereign  hand, 
Are  blessings  in  disguise. 

3  Why  should  we  doubt  a  Father's  love, 

So  constant  and  so  kind  ? 
To  his  unerring  gracious  will 
Be  every  wish  resigned. 

4  In  thy  fair  book  of  life  divine, 

My  God,  inscribe  my  name  ; 
There  let  it  fill  some  humble  place 
Beneath  my  Lord  the  Lamb  ! 

104.  C.    M.  CH.  PSALMODY. 

Hanging  for  nearness  to  God. 
1  Oh  could  I  find,  from  day  to  day, 
A  nearness  to  my  God ! 
Then  should  my  hours  glide  sweet  away 
While  leanings  on  his  word. 
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2  Lord,  I  desire  with  thee  to  live 

Anew  from  day  to  day  ; 
In  joys  the  world  can  never  give, 
Nor  ever  take  away. 

3  Blest  Jesus,  come,  and  rule  my  heart, 

And  make  me  wholly  thine. 
That  I  may  never  more  depart, 
Nor  grieve  thy  love  divine. 

4  Thus,  till  my  last,  expiring  hreatli, 

Thy  goodness  I'll  adore ; 
And  when  my  frame  dissolves  in  death. 
My  soul  shall  love  thee  more. 

195.  S.    M.  DODDRIDGE. 

Casting  our  cares  on  God. 

1  How  gentle  God's  commands  ! 

How  kind  his  precept  are  ! 
Come,  cast  your  burdens  on  the  Lord^ 
And  trust  his  constant  care. 

2  His  bounty  will  provide, 

His  saints  securely  dwell ; 
That  hand  which  bears  creation  up. 
Shall  guard  his  children  well. 

3  Why  should  this  anxious  load 

Press  down  your  weary  mind  ? 
Oh,  seek  your  heavenly  Father's  throne^ 
And  peace  and  comfort  find. 

4  His  goodness  stands  approved, 

Unchanged  from  day  to  day  ; 
I'll  drop  my  burden  at  his  feet, 
And  bear  a  song  away. 

196,  S.    M.  NEW^TON. 

1  Behold  the  throne  of  grace  f 
The  promise  calls  me  near ; 
There  Jesus  shows  a  smiling  face. 
And  waits  to  answer  prayer. 
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2  Thine  ima^e,  Lord,  bestow, 

Thy  presence  and  thy  love  : 
I  ask  to  serve  thee  here  below, 
And  reign  with  thee  above. 

3  Teach  me  to  live  by  faith, 

Conform  my  will  to  thine  ; 
Let  me  victorious  be  in  death, 
And  then  in  glory  shine. 

4  If  thou  these  blessings  prive. 

And  wilt  my  portion  be, 
All  worldly  joys  I'll  cheerful  leave. 
And  find  my  heaven  in  thee. 

1®7..  L.    M.  GRIGG, 

Not  ashamed  of  Christ. 

1  Jesus  !  and  shall  it  ever  be — 
A  mortal  man  ashamed  of  thee? 
Ashamed  of  thee — whom  angels  praise? 
Whose  glories  shine  through  endless  days  ? 

2  Ashamed  of  Jesus? — that  dear  friend 
On  whom  my  hopes  of  heaven  depend  ? 
No  ! — when  I  blush,  be  this  my  shanje— - 
That  I  no  more  revere  his  name. 

3  Ashamed  of  Jesus? — yes,  I  may, 
When  I've  no  guilt  to  v/ash  away — 
No  tear  to  wipe — no  good  to  crave, 
No  fears  to  quell — no  soul  to  save  ! 

4  Till  then — nor  is  my  boastintr  vain— 
Till  then,  I  boast  a  Saviour  slain  ! 
And  oh  !  may  this  my  glory  be — 
That  Christ  is  not  ashamed  of  me  I 
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19ji.  C.    M.  WATTS. 

1  I'm  not  ashnmed  to  own  my  Lord, 

Or  to  defend  his  cause ; 
Maiiitain  the  honor  of  his  word, 
The  glory  of  his  cross. 

2  Jesns,  my  God  ! — I  know  his  name— 

His  n  ime  is  a!l  my  trust  ; 
Nor  wiil  he  put  my  sou!  to  shame. 
Nor  let  my  hope  be  lost. 

3  Firm  ns  his  throne  —  his  promise  stands. 

And  h»'  can  well  secure 
Wlnl  I've  committed  to  his  hands, 
Till  the  decisive  hour. 

4  Then  will  he  own  my  worthless  name 

Before  his  Father's  face. 
And  ill  the  new  Jerusalem 
Appoint  my  soul  a  place. 

S0^.  S.    M.  DODDRIDGE. 

Salvatiun  by  grace, 

1  GuACE  !   'tis  a  charming  sound^! 

Harmonious  to  the  eir  ! 
IIcav(m  with  the  ecVo  sh  ill  resound, 
And  ail  the  e.irtli  >hA\  hear. 

2  Grace  first  contrived  the  way, 

To  sive  rebellious  mm  ; 
And  all  the  steps  thit  grnce  display, 
Which  drew  the  wondrous^plan. 

3  Grace  tnnght  my  roving  feet 

To  troad  the  heavenly  road  : 
And  new  supplies  each  hour  I  meet. 
While  pressing  on  to  God. 


THE  CHRISTIAN  LIFE.     200,  201.       117 

4  Grace  all  the  work  shill  crown, 
Thr  >ugh  everl  isting  days  ; 
It  lays  in  htaven  the  topmost  stone, 
And  well  deserves  th<'  praise. 

dOO.  C.    M.       SPIRIT  OF  THE  PSALMS. 

The  gondii  fss  of  God  proclaimed. 

1  O  ALi,  ye  hinds,  rejoice  in  God, 

Sinn  praises  to  his  name  ; 
Let  alJ  the  isarth  wiih  one  accord, 
His  wondrous  acts  proclaim  ; 

2  And  let  his  faithful  servants  tell 

iiow,  by  redeeming  love, 
Their  souis  are  s  ived  from  death  and  hell» 
To  share  the  j'jys  above;  — 

3  Tel!  how  the  Holy  Spirit's  grace 

Forbids  tiieir  fVet  ti»  slide  ; 
And,  as  they  run  the  chnstirin  race, 
Vouchsafes  to  be  tht-ir  guide. 

4  Oh,  then,  rejoice,  and  shout  for  joy. 

Ye  ransomed  of  the  Lord  ; 
Be  grateful  praise  your  sweet  employ, 
His  presence  your  reward. 

^^l.  S.    M.  KEBLB. 

The  pure  in  heart. 

1  Blfst  are  the  pure  in  heirt, 

For  they  sh  i!i  see  our  God  ; 
The  >ecret  f>f  the  Lord  is  theirs, 
Their  soui  is  his  abode. 

2  Still  to  the  lowly  soul 

He  doth  hiiiiself  impart, 
Aisd,  for  his  temple  and  his  throne. 
Selects  the  pure  in  heart. 
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S09.  C.    M.  COUPE R. 

Longing  for  a  close?'  walk  with  God. 

2  Oh  I   for  a  closer  walk  with  God, 
A  calm  and  heavenly  frame; 
A  light,  to  shine  upon  the  road 
That  leads  me  to  the  Lamb. 

2  Where  is  the  blessedness  I  knew, 

When  first  I  saw  the  Lord  ? 
Where  is  the  soul-refreshing  view 
Of  Jesus  and  his  word  ? 

3  What  peaceful  hours  I  once  enjoyed  f 

How  sweet  their  memory  still ! — 
But  they  have  left  an  achiuor  void 
The  world  can  never  fill. 

4  Return,  O  Holy  Dove  !  return — 

Sweet  (Messenger  of  rest ! 
I  linte  the  sins  that  made  thee  mourn, 
And  drove  thee  from  my  breast. 

."3  The  dearest  idol  I  have  known, 
Wliate'er  that  idol  be, 
Help  me  to  tear  it  from  thy  throne, 
And  worship  only  thee. 

6  So  shall  my  walk  be  close  with  God ; 
Calm  and  serene  my  frame  ; 
So  purer  light  shall  mark  the  road 
That  leads  me  to  the  Lamb. 


S03.  C.    M.  FAWCETT. 

I   Os;  ma}  my  heart,  by  grace  renewed, 
Be  my  Redeemer's  throne  ; 
And  be  my  stubborn  will  subdued, 
His  rightful  claim  to  own. 
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2  Let  deep  repentance,  faith  and  love, 

Be  joined  with  godly  fear; 
And  all  my  conversation  prove 
My  heart  to  be  sincere, 

3  Preserve  me  safe  from  every  sin. 

Through  my  remaining  days  ; 
And  let  each  virtue  in  me  shine, 
To  my  Redeemer's  praise. 

4  Let  lively  hope  my  sool  inspire  ; 

Let  warm  affections  rise  ; 
And  may  I  wait  with  strong  desire, 
To  mount  above  the  skies. 

i,  S.    M.  C.  WESLEVr 

1  Most  gracious  God,  rereal 

Thy  will  concerning  me; 
VVhate'er  I  do — whate'er  I  feel, 
I  follow  thy  decree, 

2  The  counsels  of  thy  love 

Be  on  my  heart  impressed ; 
It  then  shall  at  thy  bidding  move^ 
And  at  thy  bidding  rest, 

3  While  thou  my  leader  art, 

And  mak'st  me  thine  abode, 
I  find  the  witness  in  my  heart, 
That  I  am  born  of  God, 

4  Father,  thy  will  be  done  ! 

To  thee  I  all  resign. 
The  sole  disposer  of  thine  own. 
Dispose  of  me  and  mine, 

5  At  thy  command— I  go. 

Or  quietly  attend. 
Till  all  my  care  and  toil  below 
In  rest  eternal  end. 
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S0t5.  C.    M.  BARTON. 

"  Walk  in  the  Light." 

1  Wat,k  in  the  li(tht !  so  shall  thou  know 

Thit  fellowship  of  love, 
His  Spiiit  only  can  bestow, 
Who  reicrns  in  li^rht  above. 

2  Walk  in  the  light !  and  thou  sh:ilt  find 

Thy  he;irt  made  truly  his, 
Who  dwells  in  cloudless  light  enshrined, 
In  whom  no  darkness  is. 

3  Walk  in  the  light!  and  th-  u  shall  own 

Thy  d  irkness  pis?ed  aw;iy. 
Bec;iuse  th'i:  li^rht  h  .th  on  thee  shone 
Jn  which  is  perfect  day, 

4  Walk  in  the  light !   and  e'en  the  tomb 

No  fearful  shade  shall  wear; 
Glory  shall  cliase  au  ay  its  gloom, 
For  C;irisl  hath  conquered  there  ! 

6  Walk  in  the  light  I   and  thine  sh  ill  be 
A  pith,  though  thorny.' — bright  : 
For  God,  by  arace,  sh  dl  dwell  in  thee, 
And  God  himself  is  light! 

'SOG.  C.    M.  MOORE. 

Light  in  Darkness. 

1  O  TTiou,  who  dry'st  the  mourner's  fear, 

How  d  irk  this  world  would  he, 
If,  pierced  by  sin  and  sorrows  liere, 
We  could  not  !ly  to  thee  ! 

2  The  tViends  who  in  our  sunshine  live, 

When  winter  comes,  are  llovvn ; 
And  he  who  has  but  tears  to  give 
Must  weep  those  tears  alone. 
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3  But  thou  tt'ilt  hea!  that  broken  heart, 

Which  like,  the  plants  that  thrc^w 
Their  fragrance  from  the  wounded  part, 
Breathes  sweetness  out  of  woe. 

4  When  joy  no  loncrer  soothes  or  cheers, 

And  e'en  the  hope  that  threw 
A  motiient's  sparkle  o'er  our  tears, 
Is  dimmed  and  vanished  too, — 

5  O,  who  could  bear  life's  stormy  doom, 

Did  not  thy  wing  of  love 
Come  brightly  wafting  through  the  gloom 
Our  peace-branch  from  above? 

6  Then  sorrow,  touched  by  thee,  grows  bright 

With  more  than  rapture's  ray, 
As  darkness  shows  us  worlds  of  light 
We  never  saw  by  day. 

SO  7.  C.  M.  EDMESTON. 

1  O  THOU,  whose  mercy  guides  my  way  ! 

Though  now  it  seem  severe, 
Forbid  my  unbelief  to  say 
There  is  no  mercy  here  ! 

2  Oh  !  may  I,  Lord,  desire  the  pain 

That  comes  in  kindness  down, 
Far  more  than  sweetest  earthly  gain, 
Succeeded  by  a  frown. 

3  Then  though  thou  bend  my  spirit  low, 

Love  only  shall  I  see; 
The  gracious  hand  that  strikes  the  blow^ 

Was  wounded  once  for  me. 
2d 
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908.  C.    M.  MRS.  sigourney. 

Submission  in  affiiction. 

1  Yf,t  who  this  fearful  deed  hath  wrought  ? 

Who  thus  hath  laid  me  low? 
Was  it  a  hand  with  vengeance  fraught? — 
The  malice  of  a  foe  ? 

2  No! — He  who  called  my  being  forth 

From  mute,  unconscious  clay  ; 
He  who  with  more  than  parent's  love 
Hath  led  me  night  and  day  ; 

\^  Who  erreth  not,  who  changeth  not, 
Who  woundeth  but  to  heal, 
Who  darkened  not  man's  sunny  lot, 
Save  for  his  spirit's  weal. 

4  Therefore  I  bow  me  to  his  sway, 
I  mourn,  but  not  repine, 
And  chastened,  yet  confiding  say, 
Lord — not  my  will  but  thine. 


^09t  8s.  Noel's  coll. 

Affliction^ 

1  Encompassed  with  clouds  of  distress. 

Just  ready  all  hopes  to  resign, 
I  pant  for  the  light  of  thy  face, 

And  fear  it  will  never  be  mine  : 
Disheartened  with  waiting  so  long, 

I  sink  at  thy  feet  with  my  load  ; 
AllplaintiveJ  pour  out  my  song, 

And  stretch  forth  mv  hands  unto  God. 
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2  Shine,  Lord,  and  my  terror  shall  cease; 

The  blood  of  atonement  apply  ; 
And  lead  nie  to  Jesus  for  peace, 

The  rock  that  is  higher  than  I  : 
Speak,  Saviour,  for  sweet  is  thy  voice  ; 

'J'hy  presence  is  fair  to  belioid  : 
I  thirst  for  thy  spirit  with  cries, 

And  groanings  that  cannot  be  told. 

910.  lis    &    8s.  FORD. 

Tlw.  (lid  of  Affliction. 

1  The  gloom  of  the  night  adds  a  charm  to  the 

morn, 
Stern  winter  the  spring-time  endears, 
And  the  d.irker  the  cloud  on  which  it  is  drawn, 
The  brighter  the  rainbow  appears. 

2  So  trials  and  sorrows  the  christian  prepare, 

For  the  rest  that  remaineth  above  ; 
On  earth  tribulations  await  him,  but  there 
The  smile  of  unchangeable  love. 

211.  C.    M.  OOWPER. 

1  O  Lord,  my  best  desires  fulfill, 

And  iieip  me  to  resign 
Life,  health,  and  comfurt  to  thy  will, 
And  make  thy  pleasure  mine. 

2  Why  should  I  shrink  at  thy  cofnmand, 

VVhose  love  forbids  my  tears. 
Or  tremble  at  the  ^jracious  h-md. 
That  wipes  away  my  tears? 

3  No — rather  let  me  freely  yield 

What  most  I  prize  to  thee, 
Who  never  hast  a  good  withhold,  j 

Or  wilt  withhold    !>(  n:  ii  r. 


124       THE  CHRISTIAN  LIFE.     212,  213 

iit2.  BATHURST. 

1  Oh  for  a  faith  that  will  not  shrink 

Though  pressed  by  many  a  foe; 
Th  it  will  not  tremble  on  the  brink 

Of  poverty  or  woe  ; 
That  will  not  murmur  or  complain 

B:meath  the  chastening  rod, 
But  in  the  hour  of  grief  or  pain, 

Can  lean  upon  its  God. 

2  A  faith  that  shines  more  bright,  more  clear, 

When  tempests  rage  without  : 
Th  It  when  in  danger  knows  no  fear, 

In  (iarkness  knows  no  doubt. 
A  f  lith  thiit  keeps  the  narrow  way, 

'J'iil  life's  last  spark  is  lied, 
And  with  a  pure  and  heavenly  ray. 

Lights  up  a  dying  bed. 

SI  3.  L.    M.  NORTON. 

Tru!^t  and  Submission. 

1  My  God,  I  thank  thee :  may  no  thought 

E'er  deem  a  father's  hand  severe  ; 
But  nip.y  this  heart,  by  sorrow  taught, 
Calm  each  wild  wish,  each  idle  fear. 

2  Thy  mercy  bids  all  nature  bloom  ; 

The  sun  shines  bright,  and  man  is  gay; 
Thine  equal  mercy  spreads  the  gloom 
That  darkens  o'er  his  little  day. 

3  Full  many  a  throb  of  grief  and  pain 

Thy  frail  and  erring  child  must  know  ; 
But  not  one  prayer  is  breathed  in  vain, 
Nor  does  one  tear  unheeded  flow. 
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4  Thy  various  messengers  employ  ; 
Thy  purposes  of  love  fulfil ; 
And,  'mid  the  wreck  of  human  joy^ 
Let  humble  faith  adore  thy  will. 

214.  C.    M.  FOLLEN« 

Resignation. 

1  How  sweet  to  be  allowed  to  pray 

To  God,  the  Holy  One, 
With  filial  love  and  trust  to  say, 
"  O  God,  thy  will  be  done  1" 

2  We  in  these  sacred  words  can  find 

A  cure  for  every  ill  ; 
They  calm  and  soothe  the  troubled  mind, 
And  bid  all  care  be  still. 

3  O,  let  that  will,  which  gave  me  breath, 

And  an  immortal  soul, 
In  joy  or  grief,  in  life  or  death, 
My  every  wish  control. 

4  O,  teach  my  heart  the  blessed  way 

To  iuiitate  thy  son  1 
Teach  me,  O  God,  in  truth  to  pray, 
"  Thy  will,  not  mine,  be  done." 

Q15.  C.    xM.  BARBAULD. 

The  christian  spirit  blessed. 

1  Blest  is  the  man  whose  softening  heart 

Feels  all  another's  pain  ; 
To  whom  the  supplicating  eye 
Was  never  raised  in  vain. 

2  He  spreads  his  kind,  supporting  arms 

To  every  child  of  grief ; 
His  secret  bounty  largely  flowy, 
And  brings  unasked  relief. 
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3  To  gentle  offices  of  love 
His  feet  are  never  slow  ; 
He  views  through  mercy's  melting  eye 
A  brother  in  a  foe. 

*4  Peace,  like  a  calm,  celestial  stream, 
Will  Jesus  to  him  {jive  ; 
And  when  he  kneels  before  the  throne, 
His  tremblinnf  soul  shall  live. 


2iG.  C.    M.  CH.  PSALMODY. 

Phil.  2 :  5-8. 

1  Jesus  !  thou  in  the  form  of  God, 

Didst  equal  honor  claim  ; 
Yet,  to  redeem  our  guilty  souls, 
Didst  stoop  to  death  and  shame ! 

2  Oh  !  may  that  mind  in  us  be  formed, 

Which  shone  so  bright  in  thee  ; 
An  humble,  meek,  and  lowly  mind, 
From  price  and  envy  free  ! 

3  To  others  we  would  stoop,  and  learn 

To  emulate  thy  love  ; 
So  shall  we  bear  thine  image  here, 
And  share  thy  throne  above  ! 

217.  7s.         MONTGOMERY. 

Choofiing  the  portion  of  God's  heritage.     Ruth,  1:    16,  17. 

1   Peopi.f.  of  the  living  God  ! 

I  have  sought  the  world  around, 
Paths  of  sin  and  sorrow  trod, 

Peace  and  comfort  no  where  found: 
Now  to  you  my  spirit  turns, — 

Turns  a  wanderer  yet  unblest; 
Brethren  I  where  your  altar  burns, 

()  receive  me  into  rest. 
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2  Lonely  I  no  longer  roam, 

Like  the  cloud,  the  wind,  the  wave ; 
Where  you  dwell  shall  be  niy  home, 

Where  you  die  shall  be  my  grave  : 
Mine  the  God  whom  you  adore. 

Your  Redeemer  shall  be  mine ; 
Earth  can  fill  my  heart  no  more, 

Every  idol  I  resign. 

3  Tell  me  not  of  gain  or  loss, 

Ease,  enjoyment,  pomp  and  power, 
Welcome  poverty  and  cross, 

Shame,  reproach,  affliction's  hour  ! 
*  Follow  me  !'  I  know  thy  voice, 

Jesus  Lord  !  thy  steps  I  see  ; 
Now  I  take  thy  yoke  by  choice, 

Light  thy  burthen  now  to  me. 

918.  L.  M. 

Desiring  sanctification. 

1  Thy  healing  spirit,  Lord,  impart ; 
Refine  and  sanctify  my  heart ; 
And  with  reflected  beauty  fair, 
Impress  thy  sacred  image  there. 

2  O  train  me  for  the  seats  of  rest, 
Where  in  eternal  glory  blest, 
My  soul  shall  see  thy  lovely  face. 
And  sing  the  triumphs  of  thy  grace. 

S39.  ■  S.    M.  DODDRIDGE. 

Fdloivship  iclth  God. 

1   Our  heavenly  Father  calls, 
And  Christ  invites  us  near  ; 
With  both  our  friendship  shall  be  sweet, 
And  our  communion  dear. 
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2  God  pities  all  our  griefs; 

He  pardons  every  day  ; 
Almighty  to  protect  our  souls. 
And  wise  to  guide  our  way. 

3  How  large  his  bounties  are ! 

What  various  stores  of  good, 
Diffused  from  our  Redeemer's  hand, 
And  purchased  with  his  blood  ! 

4  Jesus,  our  living  Head, 

We  bless  thy  faithful  care  ; 

Our  Advocate  before  the  throne, 

And  our  Fore-runner  there. 

5  Here  fix,  my  roving  heart ! 

Here  wait,  my  warmest  love  ! 
Till  the  commun'on  be  complete, 
In  nobler  scenes  above, 

220.  L.    M.  KELLY. 

Pilgrim's  sonZ' 

1  We've  no  abiding  city  here  ; 
We  seek  a  land  beyond  our  sight, 
Zion  its  name — the  Lord  is  there; 
It  shines  w^ith  everlasting  light. 

2  0  sweet  abode  of  peace  and  love. 
Where  pilgrims  freed  from  toil  are  blest! 
Had  I  the  pinions  of  a  dove, 

I'd  fly  to  thee — and  be  at  rest. 

3  But  hush,  my  soul — nor  dare  repino  ! 
The  time  my  God  appoints  is,  best : 
While  here,  to  do  his  will  be  mine. 
And  his  to  fix  my  time  of  rest. 
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221.  C.    M.  WATTS. 

This  life  a  pilgrimage. 

1  LoED,  what  a  wretched  land  is  this, 
That  yields  us  no  supply, 
No  cheering  fruits — no  wholesome  trees, 
No  streams  of  living  joy  1 

*2  Our  journey  is  a  thorny  maze, 
But  we  march  upward  still ; 
Forget  these  troubles  of  the  ways, 
And  reach  at  Zion's  hill. 

3  There  on  a  green  and  flowery  mount, 

Our  weary  souls  shall  sit — 
And  with  transporting  joy  recount 
The  labors  of  our  feet. 

4  Eternal  glory  to  the  king, 

Whose  hand  conducts  us  through  ; 
Our  tongues  shall  never  cease  to  sing, 
And  endless  praise  renew. 

9*1^.  7s.  BOWRING. 

1  Lead  us  with  thy  gentle  sway, 

As  a  willins:  child  is  led ; 
Speed  us  on  our  forward  way, 

As  a  pilgrim,  Lord,  is  sped, 
Who  with  prayers  and  helps  divine, 
Seeks  a  consecrated  shrine. 

2  We  are  pilgrims,  and  our  goal 

Is  that  distant  land  whose  bourn 
Is  the  haven  of  the  soul ; 

Where  the  mourners  cease  to  mourn, 
Where  the  Saviour's  hand  will  dry 
Every  tear  from  every  eye. 
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3  Lead  us  thither  !  thou  dost  know 
All  the  way  :  but  wanderers,  we 
Often  miss  our  path  below, 

And  stretch  out  our  hands  to  thee ; 
Guide  us, — save  us, — and  prepare 
Our  appoiined  mansion  there. 

223.  L.  M.  WATTS. 

Christ  a  pattern  for  his  followers. 
1  My  dear  Redeemer,  and  my  Lord, 
I  read  my  duty  in  thy  word; 
But  in  thy  life  the  law  appears 
Drawn  out  in  livinir  character 


rs. 


2  Such  was  thy  truth — and  such  thy  zeal, 
Such  deference  to  thy  Father's  will, 
Such  love — and  meekness  so  divine, 

I  would  transcribe,  and  make  them  mine. 

3  Cold  mountains  and  the  midnight  air 
Witnessed  the  fervor  of  thy  prayer : 
The  desert  thy  temptations  knew, 
Thy  conflict,  and  thy  victory  too. 

4  Be  thou  m}'-  pattern — make  me  bear 
More  of  thy  gracious  image  here ; 

Then  God,  the  Judge,  shall  own  my  name 
Among  the  followers  of  the  Lamb. 

22  I.  8s    &    Ts  ROBINSON. 

1  Saviour  source  of  every  blessincr, 

Tune  mv  heart  to  grateful  lays  I 
Streams  of  mercy,  never  ceasing, 
Call  for  ceaseless  songs  of  praise. 

2  Thou  didst  seek   me  when  a  strancfer, 

Wandering  from  the  fold  of  God  ; 
Thou,  to  save  my  soul  from  danger, 
Didbt  redeem  me  with  thv  blood. 
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3  Oh  to  grace  how  great  a  debtor. 

Daily  Vu\  constrained  to  be; 
Let  that  grace,  Lord,  like  a  fetter, 
Bind  my  wandering  heart  to  thee. 

4  Prone  to  wander,  Lord,  I  feel  it, 

Prone  to  leave  the  God  I  love  ; 
Here's  niV  heart — oh  take  and  seal  it! 
Seal  it  for  thy  courts  above. 

925.  L.    M.  KEBLE, 

Daily  self-denial. 

*1   We  need  not  bid,  for  cloistered  cell, 
Our  neighbor  and  our  work  farewell, 
As  if  in  solitude  alone 
God's  blessed  favor  might  be  won  : 

2  The  trivial  round,  the  common  task, 
Would  furnish  all  we  ought  to  ask  : 
Room  to  deny  ourselves  ;   a  road 
To  bring  us  daily  nearer  God. 

3  Seek  we  no  more ;  content  with  these, 
Let  present  rapture,  comfort,  ease, 

As  heaven  shall  bid  them,  come  and  go  ;-^ 
The  secret  this  of  rest  below. 

4  Only,  O  Lord,  in  thy  dear  love, 
Fit  us  for  perfect  rest  above  ; 
And  help  us  this  and  every  day 
To  live  more  nearly  as  we  pray. 

226.  S.    M.  C.    WESLEt. 

Watchfulness  and  yrayer, 

1  A  CHARGE  to  keep  I  have, 
A  God  to  glorify  ; 
A  never-dying  soul  to  save. 
And  fit  it  for  the  skv  ; 
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2  To  serve  the  pre-'^ent  age, 

My  callinij  to  fulfill  : 
Oh  may  it  all  my  powers  engage, 
To  do  my  Master's  will ! 

3  Arm  me  with  jealous  care, 

As  ill  thy  sight  to  live  ; 
And  O,  thy  servant,  Lord,  prepare 
A  strict  account  to  give  ! 

4  Help  me  to  watch  and  pray. 

And  on  thyself  rely  ; — 
Assured  if  I  the  trust  betray, 
I  shall  forever  die. 

227.  S.    M.  HEATH. 

Watchfulness  and  prayer  inculcated. 

1  My  soul,  be  on  thy  guard, 

Ten  thousand  foes  arise  ; 
The  hosts  of  sin  are  pressing  hard, 
To  draw  thee  frofu  the  skieb. 

2  Oh  watch,  and  fight,  and  pray  ; 

The  battle  ne'er  give  o'er  ; 
Renew  it  boldly  every  day, 
And  help  divine  implore. 

3  Ne'er  think  the  victory  won, 

Nor  lay  thine  armor  down  : 
Thy  arduous  work  will  not  be  done 
'I'ill  thou  obtain  thy  crown. 

4  Fight  on,  my  soul,  till  death 

Shall  bring  thee  to  thy  God; 
He'll  take  thee,  at  thy  parting  breath, 
\5^  to  his  blest  abode. 
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«^^§.        \  C.    M.  DODDHIDGS, 

1  AwAKF,  niy  soul — .-tretch  every  nerve, 

And  press  with  vigor  en  : 
A  heav<nly  race  flemiinds  thy  zeal, 
A  bright,  imfnortal  crown. 

2  'Tis  God's  all-:inii»i;iting  voice 

That  caily  thee  from  on  high  ; 
'Tis  his  own  hand  pres^ents  the  prize 
To  thine  a?piring  eye. 

3  A  cicud  of  witnf^sses  around 

Hold  thee  in  full  survey  : 
Forget  the  steps  ;i]ready  trod, 
And  onward  urge  thy  way. 

4  Blest  Saviour— introduced  by  thee, 

Have  we  our  race  begun  ; 
And.  crowned  with  victory,  at  thy  feet 
We'll  lay  our  laurels  down. 

229.  S.  M,  EPis.  COLL. 

Sridirrs  of  Christ. 

1  Sot. nTi:ns  of  Christ,  arise, 

And  put  your  armor  on, 
Strong  in  the  strength  which  Gcd  suppliesf 
'J'hrough  his  eternal  Son. 

2  Strong  in  tlie  Lord  of  hosts, 

And  in  his  mighty  pcwer, 
Who  in  the  strength  of  Jesus  trusts, 
Is  more  tlian  conqueror. 

3  Stand  then  in  his  great  might, 

With  all  his  strength  endued  ; 
And  take,  to  arm  you  for  the  fight, 
The  panoply  of  God  : 
8i> 
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4  That  having  aJi  things  done, 
And  all  your  contlicts  past, 
Ye  may  behold  your  victory  woHj 
And  stand  complete  at  last. 

U^ih  C.  M, 

1   O  GRACIOUS  God  !   in  whom  I  livCj 

My  feeble  efforts  aid  ; 
Help  me  to  watch,  and  pray,  and  strivCj 
Though  trembling  and  afraid. 

!2  Increase  my  faith — increase  my  hope^ 
IVhen  foes  and  fears  prevail  ; 
Oh  bear  my  fainting  spirit  up, 
Or  soon  my  strength  will  fail. 

3  Whene'er  temptations  fright  my  iieart, 

Or  lure  my  feet  aside, 
My  God,  thy  powerful  aid  impart, 
My  guardian  and  my  guide. 

4  Oh  keep  me  in  ihy  lieavenly  way. 

And  bid  the  tempter  flee  ; 

And  let  me  never^  never  stray 

From  happiness  and  thee. 

^3fi.  8s,  7s  &  4s.  oLiVr.u, 

God  the  pilgrim's  guide  and  sirengih, 

1  Guide  me,  O  thou  great  Jehovah, 

Pilgrim  through  this  barren  land  : 
I  am  weak — but  thou  art  niighty  ; 
Hold  me  with  thy  powerful  iiand  j 

Bread  of  heaven, 
Feed  me  till  I  want  no  more. 

2  Open  now  the  crystal  fountain, 

Whence  the  healing  streams  do  flow  ; 
Let  the  fiery,  cloudy  pillar 

Lead  me  all  my  journey  through  : 

Strong  Deliverer, 
Be  thou  stil-  my  strength  and  shieljl 
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3  When  I  tread  the  verge  of  Jordan. 
Bid  my  anxious  fears  subside  : 
Bear  me  tlirouah  the  swellmg  current. 
Land  me  safe  on  Canaan's  side  ; 

Soiig.s  of  praises 
I  will  ever  give  to  thee. 


SS^.  C.  M. 


LOGA^f. 


1  God  of  our  fathers  !  by  whose  hnv.cl 

Thy  people  stiJi  are  blest. 
Be  with  us  through  our  piigrimacre, 
Conduct  us  to  our  rest. 

2  Through  each  perplexing  path  of  life 

Our  wandering  footsteps  guide  ; 
Give  us  each  day  our  daily  bread, 
And  raiment  fit  provide'. 

3  Oh  spread  thy  sheltering  wings  around, 

'J'il!  all  our  wanderings  cease, 
And  at  our  Father's  loved  abode 
Our  souls  arrive  in  peace. 

4  Such  blessings  from  thy  gracious  hand 

Our  humble  prayers  iii.piore  ; 
And  thou,  the  Lord,  shall  be  our  God, 
xlnd  portion  evermore. 


S33.  C.  M. 


ADDISON. 


1   Thf,  Lord  my  pasture  shall  prepare, 
And  feed  me  with  a  shepherd's  care  : 
His  presence  shall  my  wants  supply, 
y\nd  guard  me  with  a  watchtu!  eve  : 
My  noon-day  walks  he  shall  attend, 
And  all  mv  midnigrht  hours  defend. 
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2  When  in  the  sultry  glebe  I  faint, 
Or  on  the  thirsty  mcmiitain  i)int, 
To  fertile  vales,  and  deuy  meads, 
My  weary,  wandering  ^teps  he  lends; 
Where  peiceful  rivers  soft  and  slow, 
Amid  the  verdant  iandscupe  How. 

3  Though  in  the  paths  of  death  I  tread, 
With  gloomy  horrors  overspread, 
My  steadfast  heart  shall  fear  no  dl, 
F«'r  thou  O  Lord,  art  with  me  still  : 
Thy  friendly  rod  sh  dl  L^ve  me  aid, 

And  guide  me  through  the  dreadful  shade. 

4  Though  in  a  bare  and  rugged  way, 
Through  devious,  lonely  vvilds  I  stray, 
Thy  presence  shall  my  pains  beguile  : 
'J'he  barren  wilderness  shal  smile, 

With  sudden  greens  and  herbage  crowned, 
And  streams  shall  uiurmur  all  around. 

S34.  S.    M.  TOPLADY. 

1  Your  harps,  ye  trembling  saints, 

Down  t'rom  the  willows  take; 
Loud,  to  the  praise  of  love  divine, 
Bid  every  string  awake, 

2  Though  in  a  fo.-eign  land, 

We  are  not  far  I'rom  home, 
And  nearer  lo  our  house  above, 
We  every  moment  come. 

3  His  grace  will  to  the  end 

Stronger  and  brighter  shine  ; 
Ncr  present  things,  nor  things  to  come, 
Shall  quench  the  spark  divine. 
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TJiP  promises  prerious. 

1  How  firm  a  fi  undmion,  ye  sainis  of  the  Lord, 
Is  laid  for  your  fiitli  in  Ins  excelU'nt  word  ! 
Whit  more  c;in  he  say  than  to  you  he  hnth  said, 
You  who  unto  Jesus  for  refuge  hath  fled  ? 

2  "Fear  not,  I   am  with  thee  ;  ()  !   be  not   dis- 

may e<}, 
I,  I  am  thy  God,  and  will  still  give  thee  aid; 
I'll  strengthen  thee,  help  thee,  and  cause   thee 

to  stand, 
Upheld  by  my  righteous,  omnipotent  hand. 

3  "  When  through  the  deep  waters  I   call  thee 

to  go,^ 
The  rivers  of  sorrow  shall  not  thee  overflow  ; 
For  I  will  be  with  thee,  tliy  troubles  to  bless, 
And  snnctify  to  thee,  thy  deepest  di^tress. 

4  *•  When  through  fiery  trials  thy  pathway   shall 

lie, 
My  grac*^  all  sufficient  shall  be  thy  supply  ; 
The  fl  ime  shall  not  huit  thee  ;  I  only  design 
Thy  dross  to  consume,  and  thy  gold  to  refine. 

5  "  The  soul   that   on    Jesus    hath    leaned    for 

repose, 
/  7vi!l  not.  I  will  not,  desert  to  his  foes  ; 
That  soul,  though  all   hell  should  endeavor   to 

shake, 
TU  ncvei',  nu  never,  Tin  nrvcr  forsake!" 

SJ6.  C.    M.  STEELE. 

Contentment. 

1  Father,  whate'er  of  earthly  bliss 
Thy  sovereign  will  denies, 
Accepted  at  thy  throne  of  grace 
Let  this  petition  rise  :— 
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2  '  Give  me  a  calm,  a  thankful  heart, 

From  every  murmur  free  ; 
The  blessings  of  thy  grace  impart, 
And  make  me  live  to  thee. 

3  Oh,  let  the  hope  that  thou  art  mine, 

My  life  and  death  attend — 
Thy  presence  through  my  journey  shine, 
And  crown  my  journey's  end. 

SS7.  C.    M.  TOPLADY. 

1  When  languor  and  disease  invade 

This  trembling  house  of  clay, 
'Tis  sweet  to  look  beyond  my  pain, 
And  long  to  fly  away  : — 

2  Sweet  to  look  inward,  and  attend 

The  whispers  of  his  love  ; 
Sweet  to  look  upward,  to  the  place 
Where  Jesus  pleads  above  : — 

3  Sweet  on  his  faithfulness  to  rest, 

Whose  love  can  never  end  ; 
Sweet  on  the  covenant  of  his  grace 
For  all  things  to  depend  : — 

4  Sweet,  in  the  confidence  of  faith, 

To  trust  his  firm  decrees; 
Sweet  to  lie  passive  in  his  hands, 
And  kiiov/  no  will  but  his. 

5  If  such  the  sweetness  of  the  stream, 

What  must  the  fountain  be, 
Where  saints  and  angels  draw  their  bliss, 
O  Lord,  direct  from  thee  ! 

SS8.  CM.  WATTS. 

1   When  I  can  read  n)y  title  clear 
To  mansions  in  the  skies, 
I'll  bid  farewell  to  every  fear, 
And  wipe  my  weeping  eyes. 
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2  Should  earth  aorainst  my  soul  engage, 

And  hellish  darts  be  hurled, 

Then  I  can  srnile  at  Satan's  rage, 

And  face  a  frowning  world, 

3  Let  cares,  like  a  wild  deluge,  come, 

And  storms  of  sorrow  fall ; 
May  I  but  safely  reach  home, 
My  God,  my  heaven,  my  all-, — 

4  There  shall  I  bathe  my  weary  soul 

III  seas  of  heavejily  rest  ; 
And  not  a  w^ave  of  trouble  rolJ 
Across  my  peaceful  breasi. 

SS9.  L.    M  WATTS. 

1  What  sinners  value  I  resign; 
Lord'  'tis  enough  that  thou  art  mine  ; 
I  shall  behold  thy  blissful  face, 

And  stand  couiplete  in  righteousness. 

2  This  life's  a  dream — an  empty  show  ; 
But  that  bright  world  to  which  I  go. 
Hath  joys  substantial  and  sincere; 
When  siialj  I  wake,  aiid  find  me  there  f 

3  O  glorious  hour! — 0  blest  abode  ! 
I  shall  be  near,  and  like  my  God  ; 
And  tlesh  and  sin  no  more  control 
The  sacred  pleasures  of  my  soul. 

4  My  flesh  shall  slumber  in  the  ground, 
Till  the  last  trumpet's  joyful  sound; 
Then  burst  the  chains  with  glad  surprise, 
Aud  in  my  Saviour's  image  rise. 

^40.  L.    M.  WATTS. 

1  I  SEND  the  joys  of  earth  away  : 
Away,  ye  tempters  of  the  mind, 
False  as  the  smooth,  deceitful  sea^ 
And  empty  as  the  whistling  wind. 
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2  Your  streams  were  floating  me  along 
Down  to  the  sfulf  of  black  desp  lir ; 
And   while  I  li«:tened  to  your  song, 

Your   streairis  had  e'en  conveyed  rue  there. 

3  Lord,  I  adore  thy  matchless  grace, 
That  warned  me  of  that  dark  abyss. 
That  drew  me  from  those  dangerous  seas. 
And  bade  me  seek  superior  bliss. 

4  Now  CO  the  shining  realms  above, 

I  stretch  my  hands,  and  glance  mine  eyes  ; 
Oh  1  for  the  pinions  of  a  dove, 
To  bear  me  to  the  upper  skies ! 


241.  L.    M.  CH.  PSALMODY. 

Vanity  of  the  world  and  happiness  of  heaven. 

ITHow  vain  is  alKbeneath  the  skies! 
How  transient  every  earthly  bliss! 
How  slender  all  the  fondesi  lies. 
That  bind  us  to  a  world  like  this  ! 

2  The  evening  cloud— the  morning  dew — 
The  withering  grass  — the  fading  flower — 
Of  enrthlv  hopes  are  euiblems  true — 
The  glory  of  a  passing  hour  ! 

3  But,  though  earth's  fairest  blossoms  dse» 
And  all  beneath  the  skirs  is  vain, 
Tliere  is  a  land,  whose  confines  lie 
Beyond  the  reach  of  care  and  pain. 

4  Then  let  the  hope  of  joys  to  come 
Dispel  our  cares,  and  chase  our  fears  : 
If  God  be  ours,  we're  traveling  home, 
Though  passing  through  a  vale  of  tear». 
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S42.  7s  &  6s. 

Forsaking  earth  for  heaven. 

1  RisR,  my  soul,  and  stretch  thy  wings, 

Thy  l)elter  portion  trace; 
Rise,  from  transitory  things, 

To  heaven,  thy  native  place: — 
Sun  and  moon  and  stars  decay, 

Time  shall  soon  this  earth  remove ; 
Rise,  my  soul,  and  haste  away 

To  seats  prepared  above. 

2  Cease,  my  soul,  oh  cease  to'mourn  ; 

Press  onward  to  the  prize  ; 
So(>n  thy  Saviour  will  return, 

To  take  thee  to  the  skies : 
There  is  everlasting  peace. 

Rest,  enduring  rest,  in  heaven, 
There  will  sorrow  ever  cease. 

And  crowns  of  joy  be  given. 

243.  C.    M.  DODDRIDGE. 

Pilgrim^ s    song. 

l^^^SiNG,  all  ye  ransomed  of  the  Lord, 
Your  great  Deliverer  sing  : 
Ye  pilgrims,  now  for  Zion  bound. 
Be  joyful  in  your  King. 

U  His  hand  divine  shall  lead  you  on 
Through  all  the  blissful  road  ; 
Till  to  the  sacred  mount  you  rise, 
Asid  see  your^gracious  God. 

3  Bright  garlands  of  immortal  joy 
Shall  bloom  on  every  head ; 
While  sorrow,  sighing,  and  distress^ 
Like  shadows,  all  are  fled. 
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4  March  on,  in  your  Redeemer's  strength^ 
Pursue  his  footsteps  still  ; 
With  joyful  hope  still  fix  your  eye 
On  Zioii's  heavenly  hill. 

^44.  C.    M.       SCOTCH  PARAPHRASES- 

The  74Hiys   of  wisdom. 

1  O  HAPPY  is  the  man  who  he  firs 

Instruction's  faithful  voice  ; 
And  who  celestial  wisdom  makes^ 
His  early,  only  choice  \ 

2  Wisdom  has  treasures  greater  far 

Than  ea&t  or  west  unfold  ; 
And  her  rewards  more  precious  are 
Than  is  the  gain  of  gold. 

3  In  her  right  hand  she  holds  to  view 

A  length  of  happy  years  ; 
And  in  her  left,  the  prize  of  fame 
And  honor  bright  appears. 

4  She  guides  the  young  w  ith  innocer^c-e. 

In  pleasure's  path  to  tread  ; 
A  crown  of  glory  she  bestows 
Upon  the  hoary  head. 

5  According  as  her  lal)ors  rise^ 

So  her  rewards  incre;ise  ; 
Her  ways  are  ways  of  pleasantness^ 
And  ail  her  paths  are  peice. 

«M5.  S.    M.  WATTS. 

Ilcaucnhj  jcn/  on  carfk. 

I    Come,  we  that  love  the  Lord, 
And  let  our  joys  he  known  ; 
Join  in  a  song  with  sweet  accord, 
Aiad  thus  surround  the  thcoue. 
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2  Let  those  refuse  to  sing, 

Who  never  knew  our  God ; 
But  children  of  the  heavenly  Kina 
May  speak  their  joys  abr<jad. 

3  The  hill  of  Zion  yields 

A  thousand  sacred  sweets, 
Before  we  reach  the  heavenly  fields. 
Or  walk  the  golden  streets, 

4  Then  let  our  songs  abound, 

And  every  tear  be  dry  ; 
We're  marching  through  femanuePs 
ground. 
To  fairei-  worlds  on  high. 

^4'^.  7s.  ■CENNICK-. 

i  Children  of  the  heavenly  King, 
As  ye  journey,  sweetly  sing  ; 
Sing  your  Saviour's  worthy  praise, 
Glorious  in  his  works  and  ways, 

"2  Ye  are  traveling  home  to  God, 
In  the  way  the  fathers  trod  ; 
They  are  happy  now — an-d  ye 
Soon  their  happiness  shall  see-o 

'U  Shout,  ye  little  flock,  and  blest ; 
You  OH  Jesus'  throne  shall  rest: 
There  your  seat  is  now  prepared — 
There  your  kingdom  and  rewardo 

4  Lord,  submissive  make  us  go, 
Gladly  leaving  all  below  ; 
Only  thou  our  leader  be, 

And  we  still  will  follow  thee 
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247.  8s.  NEWTON, 

1  How  tedious  and  tasteless  the  hours 

When  Jesus  no  long^er  I  see  ! 
Sweet  prospects,  sweet  birds,  and  sweet  flower. 
Have  h)st  all  their  sweetness  to  me. 

2  His  name  yields  the  richest  perfume. 

And  sweeter  than  music  his  voice  ; 
His  presence  disperses  my  gloom, 
And  makes  all  within  me  rejoice. 

3  While  blessed  with  a  sense  <>f  his  love, 

A  palace  a  toy  woold  appear  \ 
And  prisons  would  palaces  prove, 
If  Jesus  v/ould  dwell  with  me  there, 

4  Dear  Lord,  if  indeed  I  am  thine. 

If  thou  art  my  sun  and  my  song-, 
Say,  why  do  I  languish  and  pine? 
And  why  are  my  winters  so  long? 

5  O,  drive  these  dark  clouds  from  my  sky  ! 

Thy  soul-cheering  presence  restore ; 
Or  take  me  up  to  thee  on  high. 

Where  winter  and  clouds  are  no  more. 

948.  C.  M.  WATTS 

1  As  pants  the  heart  for  cooling  streams, 

When  heated  in  the  chase, 
So  longs  my  soul,  O,  God,  for  thee, 
And  thy  refreshing  grace. 

2  For  thee  my  God — the  living  God, 

My  thirsty  soul  doth  pine  ; 
Oh,  when  shall  I  behold  thy  face. 
Thou  majesty  divme  ! 

3  Why  restless — Why  cast  down  my  soul  T 

Trust  God — and  he'll  employ 
His  aid  for  thee — and  change  these  sighs- 
To  thankful  hymns  of  joy. 
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*^49.  C.  M. 

Llxcclleiice  of  Christian    Unanimity  and  Love. 

1  Spirit  of  peace  !  celestial  Dove  ! 

How  excellent  thy  praise  ! 
No  richer  gift  than  Christian  love 
Thy  gracious  power  displays. 

2  Sweet  as  the  dew  on  herb  and  jflower, 

That  silently  distils, 
At  evening's  soft  and  balmy  hour, 
On  Zion's  fruitful  hills  : — 

3  So,  w^th  mild  influence  from  above, 

Shall  promised  grace  descend, 
Till  universal  peace  and  love 
O'er  all  the  earth  extend. 


*350.  C.  M. 


svvAm* 


1  How  sweet,  how  heavenly  is  the  sight, 

When  those  that  love  the  Lord, 
In  one  another's  peace  delight, 
And  thus  fulfil  his  word  : — ■ 

2  When  each  can  feel  his  brother's  sigh, 

And  with  him  bear  a  part  ; 
When  sorrow  flows  from  eye  to  eye, 
And  joy  from  heart  to  heart  : — 

3  When,  free  from  envy,  scorn,  and  pride, 

Our  wishes  all  above, 
Each  can  his  brother's  failings  hide, 
And  show  a  brother's  love  : — 

4  When  love,  in  one  delightful  stream, 

Through  every  bosom  flows  ; 
•    And  union  sweet,  and  dear  esteem, 
In  every  action  gloAVS. 

£ 
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5  Love  IS  the  golden  chain,  that  binds 
The  happy  souls  above  ; 
And  he's  an  heir  of  heaven,  that  finds 
Hi?  bosom  glow  with  love. 


951.  7s.  CH.  PSALMODY. 

1  vSwEET  the  time — exceeding  sweet ! 
When  the  saints  together  meet, 
When  the  Saviour  is  the  theme, 
When  they  join  to  sing  of  him. 

2  Sing  we  then  eternal  love, 
Such  as  did  the  Father  move  : 
He  beheld  the  world  undone, 
Loved  the  world — and  gave  his  Son, 

3  Sing  the  Son's  amazing  love  ; 
How  he  left  the  realms  above, 
Took  our  nature,  and  our  place, 
Lived  and  died  to  serve  our  race. 

4  Sing  we  too  the  Spirit's  love  ; 
With  our  wretched  hearts  he  strove  ; 
Filled  our  minds  with  grief  and  fear, 
Brought  the  precious  Saviour  near. 

5  Sweet  the  place — exceeding  sweet, 
Where  the  saints  in  glory  meet  ; 
Where  the  Saviour's  still  the  theme, 
Where  they  see  and  sing  of  him. 

2S2.  S.    M.  FAWCETT, 

I  Blest  be  the  tie  that  binds 

Our  hearts  in  Christian  love  ! 
The  fellowship  of  kindred  minds 
Is  like  to  that  above. 
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2  Before  our  Father's  throne 

We  pour  our  ardent  prayers  ; 
Our  fears,  our  hopes,  our  aims,  are  one — 
Our  comforts  and  our  cares, 

3  We  share  our  mutual  woes, 

Our  mutual  burdens  bear  ; 
And  often  for  each  other  flows 
The  sympathizing  tear. 

4  When  we  are  called  to  part, 

It  gives  us  mutual  pain  ; 
But  we  shall  still  be  joined  in  heart, 
And  hope  to  meet  again. 

5  This  glorious  hope  revives 

Our  courage  by  the  way ; 
While  each  in  expectation  lives, 
And  longs  to  see  tlie  day. 

^5S.  6s    &    4s.  R.  PALMER, 

Self  CoJisecration. 

1  My  faith  looks  up  to  thee. 
Thou  Lamb  of  Calvary  ; 

Saviour  divine  ! 
Now  hear  me  while  I  pray  ; 
Take  all  my  guilt  away  ; 
Oh  !  let  me  from  this  day 

Be  wholly  thine. 

2  May  thy  rich  grace  impart 
Strength  to  my  fainting  heart, 

My  zeal  inspire ; 
As  thou  hast  died  for  me, 
Oh  !  may  my  love  to  thee, 
Pure,  warm,  and  changeless  be, 

A  livino-  fire. 


]48  THE  CHRISTIAN    LIFE. 

3  While  life's  dark  maze  I  tread, 
And  griefs  around  me  spread. 

Be  thou  my  guide  ; 
Bid  darkness  turn  to  day, 
Wipe  sorrow's  tears  away, 
Nor  let  me  ever  stray 

From  thee  aside. 

4  When  ends  life's  transient  dreain» 
When  death's  cold,  sullen  streant 

Shall  o'er  me  roll  ; 

Blest  Saviour,  then  in  love, 

Fear  and  distress  remove  : 

Oh  !  bear  me  safe  above— 

A  ransomed  souK 


V.     FLIGHT  OF  TIME,  DEATH, 
ETERNITY. 

5154.  7s   &    6s.  S.  F.  SMITH. 

1  As  flows  the  rapid  river, 

With  channel  broad  and  free, 
Its  waters  rippling  ever, 

And  hasting  to  the  sea, 
So  life  is  onward  flowing. 

And  days  of  offered  peace, 
Aifd  man  is  swiftly  going, 

Wliere  calls  of  mercy  cease. 

2  As  moons  are  ever  vi^aning, 

As  hastes  the  sun  away, 
As  stormy  winds,  complaining, 

Bring  on  the  wintry  day, 
So  fast  the  night  comes  o'er  us — 

The  darkness  of  the  grave — 
And  death  is  just  before  us  : — 

God  takes  the  life  he  gave. 

3  Say,  gay  one,  is  thy  treasure 

Laid  up  in  worlds  above  ? 
And  is  it  all  thy  pleasure 

Thy  God  to  praise  and  love  '? 
Beware,  lest  death's  dark  river 

Its  billows  o'er  thee  roll ; 
And  thou  lament  forever 

The  ruin  of  thy  soul. 
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^55.  7s  &  6s.  BURTON. 

1  Time  is  winging  us  away 

To  our  eternal  home  ; 
Life  is  but  a  winter's  day — 

A  journey  to  the  tomb  : 
Youth  and  vigor  soon  will  flee, 

Blooming  beauty  lose  its  charms  ; 
All  that's  mortal  soon  shall  be 

Enclosed  in  death's  cold  arms. 

2  Time  is  winging  us  away 

To  our  eternal  home  ; 
Life  is  but  a  winter's  day — 

A  journey  to  the  tomb  : 
But  the  christian  shall  enjoy 

Health  and  beauty,  soon,  above, 
Far  beyond  the  world's  alloy 

Secure  in  Jesus'  love. 

25G.  S.   M.  DODDRIDGB. 

1  To-MORRow,  Lord,  is  thine, 

Lodged  in  thy  sovereign  hand  ; 
And  if  its  sun  arise  and  shine, 
It  shines  by  thy  command. 

2  The  present  moment  flies. 

And  bears  our  life  away  ; 
Oh  make  thy  servants  truly  wise. 
That  they  may  live  to-day. 

3  Since  on  this  fleeting  hour 

Eternity  is  hung, 
Awake,  by  thine  almighty  power^ 
The  aged  and  the  young. 

4  One  thing  demands  our  care  ; 

Oh  !  be  that  still  pursued  ! 
Lest,  slighted  once,  the  season  fair 
Should  never  be  renewed. 
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5  To  Jesus  may  we  fly, 

Swift  as  the  morning  light, 
Lest  life's  young,  golden  beams  should  die 
In  sudden,  endless  night. 

257.  C.  P.  M.     LINSLEY  AND  DAVIs's  COLL. 

Solemn  meditation. 

1  Mr  days,  my  weeks,  my  months,  my  years. 
Fly  rapid  as  the  whirling  spheres 

Around  the  steady  pole  : 
Time,  like  the  tide,  its  motion  keeps, 
And  I  must  launch  through  boundless  deeps, 

Where  endless  ages  roll. 

2  The  grave  is  near  the  cradle  seen. 
How  swift  the  moments  pass  between, 

And  whisper  as  they  fly, 
*  Unthinking  man,  remember  this — 
Thou,  midst  thy  sublunary  bliss. 

Must  groan,  and  gasp,  and  die  !' 

3  My  soul,  attend  the  solemn  call  : 
Thine  earthly  tent  must  quickly  fall, 

And  thou  must  take  thy  flight 
Beyond  the  vast  etherial  blue, 
To  love  and  sing  as  angels  do. 

Or  sink  in  endless  nisfht. 


258.  S.    M.  CH.  PSALMODY 

Exhortation  to  workwhilcit  is  day. 

1   The  swift-declining  day, 

How  fast  its  moments  fly  ! 
While  evening's  broad  and  gloomy  shade 
Gains  on  the  western  sky. 
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2  Ye  mortals,  mark  its  pace, 

And  use  the  hours  of  light  ; 
For  know,  its  Maker  can  command 
An  instant,  endless  night. 

3  Give  glory  to  the  Lord, 

Who  rules  the  rolling  sphere  ; 
Submissive,  at  his  footstool  bow, 
And  seek  salvation  there. 

4  Then  shall  new  lustre  break 

Through  all  the  horrid  gloom, 
And  lead  you  to  unchanging  light, 
In  your  celestial  home, 

25  J.  lis.  MUIILENBURG. 

1  I  WOULD  uot  live  alway  ;  I  ask  not  to  stay 
"Where  storm  after  storm  rises  dark  o'er  the  way  : 
The  few  lurid  nioriiiu<,fs  that  dawn  on  us  here 

Are  enough  for  life's  woes,  full  enough  for  its  cheer. 

2  I  would  not  live  alway  thu^  fettered  by  sin — 
Temptation  without,  and  corruption  witliin  : 
E'en  the  rapture  of  pardon  is  mingled  with  fears, 
And  the  cup  of  thanksgiving  with  penitent  tears. 

3^^I  would  not  live  away  ;  no — welcome  the  tonib  : 
Since  Jesus  hath  lain  there,  I  dread  not  its  gloom, 
I'here  sweet  be  my  rest  till  he  bid  me  arise 
To  hail  him  in  triumph  descending  the  skies. 

4  Who,  who  would  live  alway,  away  from  his  God — 
Away  from  yon  lioaveii,  that  blissiul  aboce, 
Where  tlie  rivers  of  pleasure  flow  bright  o'er  the  plams 
And  the  noontide  of  glory  eternally  reigns? 

4   Where  the  saints  of  all  ages  in  harmony  meet, 
'1  heir  Saviour  and  brethren  transported  to  greet  ; 
While  the  anthems  of  raj)ture  nnceasiniily  roll. 
And  the  suiile  of  the  Lvtrd  is  the  feast  of  the  stiul  ? 
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260.  L.  M.  BARBAUJ.t>. 

The  pencejul  death  of  the  righteous. 

1  Sweet  is  the  scene  when  christians  die, 
When  holy  souls  retire  to  rest  ; 

How  mildly  beams  the  closing  eye  ! 
How  gently  heaves  th'  expiring  breast  ! 

2  So  fades  a  summer  cloud  away  ; 

So  sinks  the  gale  when  storms  are  o'er  ; 
So  gently  shuts  the  eye  of  day ; 
So  dies  a  wave  along  the  shore. 

3  Triumphant  smiles  the  victor's  brow, 
Fanned  by  some  guardian  angel's  wing  r 
()  grave  !  where  is  thy  victory  now, 
And  where,  O  death,  where  is  thy  sting  ? 

961.  S.   M.  DODDRIDGE 

llrjlections  on  past  generations. 

1  How  swift  the  torrent  rolls, 

That  bears  us  to  the  sea  ! — 
The  tide  which  hurries  thoughtless  souls 
To  vast  eternity  ! 

2  Our  fathers  !  where  are  they. 

With  all  they  called  their  own  ?  — 
Their  j(^ys  and  griefs — and  hopes  and  care.«i, 
And  wealth  and  honor — gone! 

3  God  of  our  fathers,  hear, 

Thou  everlasting  Friend  ! 
While  we  as  on  life's  utmost  verge, 
Our  souls  to  thee  commend. 

4  Of  nil  the  pious  dead 

May  we  the  footsteps  trace, 
Till  with  them,  in  the  land  of  light, 
We  dwell  before  thy  face. 
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^6^.  C.  M.  STEELK. 

Admonition  to  prepare  for  death. 

1  Life  is  a  span — a  fleeting  hour — 

How  soon  the  vapor  flies  ! 
M;in  is  a  slender,  transient  flower, 
That  e'en  in  blooming,  dies. 

2  The  once  loved  form,  now  cold  and  dead, 

Each  mournful  thought  employs  ; 
But  while  we  weep  o'er  comforts  fled, 
And  mourn  our  withered  joys, 

3  Hope  looks  beyond  the  bounds  of  time, 

When  what  we  now  deplore 

Shall  rise  in  full,  immortal  prime. 

And  bloom  to  fade  no  more. 

4  Cease  then,  fond  nature,  cease  thy   tears — 

Thy  Saviour  dwells  on  high  ; 
There  everlasting  spring  appears — 
There  joys  shall  never  die. 

303.  CM.  HEBER. 

A  warning  from  the  grave. 

1  Beneath  our  feet  and  o'er  our  head 

Is  equal  warning  given  : 
Beneath  us  lie  the  countless  dead. 
Above  us  is  the  heaven  ! 

2  Death  rides  on  every  passing  breeze, 

And  lurks  in  every  flower  ; 
Each  season  has  its  own  disease, 
Its  peril  every  hour. 

3  Turn,  mortal,  turn  ! — thy  danger  know  : 

Where'er  thy  foot  can  tread 
Tlie  earth  rinofs  hollow  from  below, 
And  warns  thee  of  lier  dead  ! 
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4  Turn,  christian,  turn  I — thy  soul  apply 
To  truths  wliich  hourly  tell, 
Tliat  they  who  underneath  thee  lie 
Shall  live  for  heaven — or  hell  ! 

964.  L    M.  WATTS. 

1  Why  should  we  start,  and  fear  to  die  ?  — 
What  timorous  worms  we  mortals  are  I 
Death  is  the  gate  of  endless  joy, 

And  yet  we  dread  to  enter  there. 

2  The  pains,  the  groans,  and  ^ying  strife, 
Fright  our  approaching  souls  away  ; 
Still  shrink  we  back  again  to  life, 
Fond  of  our  prison,  and  our  clay. 

3  Oh!  if  my  Lord  would  come  and  meet, 
My  soul  should  stretch  her  wings  in  liaste. 
Fly  fearless  through  death's  iron  gate, 
Nor  feel  the  terrors  as  she  passed. 

4  Jesus  can  make  a  dying  bed 
Feel  soft  as  downy  pillows  are, 
While  on  his  breast  I  lean  my  head, 
And  breathe  my  life  out  sweetly  there. 


965.  C.  M. 


WATTS, 


1  Why  do  we  mourn  departing  friends. 

Or  shake  at  death's  alarms  ? 
'Tis  but  the  voice  that  Jesus  sends, 
To  call  them  to  his  arms. 

2  Why  should  we  tremble  to  convey 

Their  bodies  lo  the  tomb? 
'T  was  there  the  Saviour's  body  lay. 
And  left  a  sweet  perfume. 
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3  The  graves  of  all  his  saints  he  blest, 

And  softened  every  bed  ; 
Where  should  the  dying  members  rest, 
But  with  the  dying  Plead  ? 

4  Thence  He  arose,  ascending  high, 

And  showed  our  feet  the  way  ; 
Up  to  the  Lord  his  saints  shall  fly, 
At  the  great  rising-day. 

*268.  C.   M.  BEDDOME. 

Preparation  for  Death, 

1  If  I  must  die,  oh  !  let  me  die 

Willi  hope  in  Jesus'  blood — 
The  blood  that  saves  from  sin  and  guilt, 
And  reconciles  to  God. 

2  If  I  ?nust  die,  oh  !  let  me  die 

In  peace  with  all  mankind, 
And  change  these  fleeting  joys  below 
For  pleasures  more  refined. 

3  If  I  must  die — and  die  I  nmst — 

Let  some  kind  seraj)h  come, 
And  bear  me  on  his  friendly  wing 
To  my  celestial  home. 

4  Of  Canaan's  land,  from  Pisgah's  top, 

May  I  but  have  a  view  ; 
Though  Jordan  should  o'erflow  its  banks, 
I'll  boldly  venture  through. 

^07.  POPE. 

The  dying  ehristinn  to  his  soul. 

J    Vital  spark  of  heavenly  flame, 
Quit,  oh  !   quit  tins  mortal  frame  : 
Trembling,  hoping,  lingering,  flying— 
Oh!  the  pain,  the  bliss  of  dying  ! 
(^ease,  fond  nature — cease  tny  strife, 
And  lei  mc  bin^ruish  into  life  I 
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2  Hark! — they  whisper — aiifirelssay, 
'  Sister  spirit,  come  away  :' 
What  is  this  absorbs  me  quite? 
Steals  my  senses — shuts  my  sight — 
Drowns  my  spirits — draws  my  breath  1 — 
Tell  me,  my  soul- -can  this  be  death? 

3  Tlie  world  recedes — it  disappears — 
Heaven  opens  on  my  eyes  ! — niy  ears 
With  sounds  seraphic  ring  ! 

Lend,  lend  your  wings!  I  mount!  I  fly! 
'  ()  grave  !   where  is  thy  victory  ! 
O  death  I    where  is  thy  sting  1  ' 


S68.  12s.  HEBER. 

Farcicell  to  a  Jriend  departed. 


1  Thou  ai  t  goue  to  the  grave — but  we  will  not  deplore 

tliee ; 
Thouifb  sorrows  :iud  darkness  encomj^ass  the  tomb, 
The  Siiviour  has  passed  tlu-ougli  its  portals  before  thee, 
Aud  iLe  Uuup  of  his  love  is  thy  guide  thro'  the  gloom. 

2  Thou  art  gone  to  the  grave — we  no  louger  behold  thee, 
Nov  tread  tlie  rough  path  of  the  world  by  thy  side  ; 

But  the  wide  arms  of  mercy  are  spread  to  enfold  thee, 
And  siuuers  may  hope,  smce  the  siuless  has  died. 

8  Tliou  art  gone  to  the  grave — and  its  mansions  forsaking 
Perhaps  thy  tried  spirit  in  doubt  lingered  long ; 

But  the  sunshine  of  heaven  beamed  bright  ou  thy  waking, 
Aud  the  song  which  thou  heard'st  was  the  seraphim's  song. 

-i  Thou  arL  gone  to  the  grave, — but  't  were  wrong  to  de- 
j)l(iie  tliee, 

When  God  was  thy  ransom,  thy  guardian  and  guide, 
He  gave  thee,  and  took  thee,  and  soon  will  restore  thee, 

A\  here  death  hath  uo  sLing,  ."iiuce  the  JSaviour  halh  died, 
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!^li9.  CM.  WATTS. 

Burial  of  believers. 

1   He;ir  wliat  tlje  voice  t'roni  heaven  pruclaiiiis, 
For  all  tlie  j)ious  dead  ; — 
Sweet  is  tlie  savor  of  their  names, 
And  soft  tlieir  sleej)ing  bed. 

*2  They  die  in  Jesus,  and  are  blest  : 
How  kind  their  slmnbers  are; 
From  sufferinjr  and  from  sins  released^ 
And  freed  from  every  snare. 

3  Far  from  this  world  of  toil  and  strife, 
They're  present  with  the  Lord  ; 
The  labors  of  a  moral  life 
End  in  a  large  reward. 

^70.  L.    M.  WATTS. 

1  Unveil  thy  bosom,  faithful  tomb; 
Take  this  new  treasure  to  thy  trust, 
And  give  these  sacred  relics  room, 
To  slumber  in  the  silent  dust, 

2  Nor  pain,  nor  grief,  nor  anxious  fear 
Invade  thy  bounds — nor  mortal  woes 
Can  reach  the  peaceful  sleeper  here, 
While  angels  watch  the  soft  repose. 

3  So  Jesus  slept — God's  dying  Son 
Passed  through  the  grave,  and  blest  the  bed. 
Rest  here,  blest  saint,  till  from  his  throne 
The  morning  break,  and  pierce  the  shade. 

A  Break  from  his  throne,  illustrious  morn  ! 
Attend,  O  earth  !   his  sovereign  word; 
Restore  thy  trust — a  glorious  form 
^hall  then  arise  to  meet  the  Lord. 


DEATH,  ETERNITY.      271,  272.         159 


i) 


S7I.  L.  M.  W.  Scott. 

The  srreat  day. 

1   THE  day  of  wrath,  that  dreadful  day. 
When  heaven  and  earth  shall  pass  away  ! — 
What  power  shall  be  the  sinners  stay? 
How  shall  he  meet  that  dreadful  day? — 

When,  shriveling  like  a  parched  scroll, 
The  flaming  heavens  together  roll, 
And  louder  yet,  and  yet  more  dread, 
Resounds  the  trump  that  wakes  the  dead  ? 

3  Oh,  Oil  that  day,  that  wrnthful  day, 

When  man  to  judgment  wakes  from  clay. 
Be  thou,  O  Christ,  the  sinner's  stay, 
Though  heaven  and  earth  shall  pass  away. 

97iJ.  C.   WESLEY 

Thou  God  of  glorious  majesty. 
To  thee,  against  myself,  to  thee, 

A  worm  of  earth,  I  cry  : 
An  half-awaken'd  child  of  man, 
An  heir  of  endless  bliss  or  pain, 

A  sinn:>r  born  to  die  ! 

Lo!  on  a  narrow  neck  of  land, 
'Twixt  two  unbounded  seas  I  stand, 

Secure,  insensible  : 
A  point  of  time,  a  moment's  space 
Removes  ne  to  that  heavenly  place, 

Or  shuts  me  up  in  hell. 

O  God  mine  inmost  sonl  convert! 
Aiid  deeply  on  my  thoughtless  heart 

Eternal  things  impress  : 
Give  me  to  feel  their  solemn  weight, 
And  iremble  on  the  brink  of  fate, 

And  wake  to  riorhleousness. 
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4  Before  me  place  in  dread  array 
The  pomp  of  that  tremendous  day, 

When  tliou  lu  chjiids  sh  ilt  come 
To  judcre  the  nations  at  thy  bar  : 
And  tell  me.  Lord,  shall  I  be  there 

To  meet  a  joyful  doom  ? 

5  Be  this  my  one  jrreat  business  here, 
With  serious  indn-^try  and  fear 

Eternal  bliss  t'insure: 
Thine  utmost  counsel  to  fnifi'. 
And  suflfer  all  thy  ricrhteous  will, 

And  to  the  end  endure. 

6  Then,  Saviour,  then  my  soul  receive, 
Transported  from  this  vale  to  live 

And  reign  with  thee  above  ! 
Where  faith  is  sweetly  lost  in  siorht. 
And  hope  in  full,  sui)reme  delight. 

And  everlasting  love. 

273.  L.    M.  HRBRR 

Th(\  Ijord  10 ill  rnmc. 

1  THE  Lord  will  com,e,  the  earth  shill  quake 
The  hills  their  ancient  seats  forsake  ; 
And,  witheriuLT,  from  the  vault  of  night, 
The  stars  withdraw  their  feeble  light. 

2  The  Lord  will  coiup  ;  but  not  the  same 
As  once  in  lowly  form  he  canie, — 

A  quiet  Lnnb  to  slau^'liter  led, — 

The  bruised,  the  suffering,  and  the  dead. 

3  The  Lord  will  cnne  ;   a  dreadful  form, 
With  wreath  of  flime.  and  robe  oi  storm, 
On  cherub  winors.  and  winixs  of  wind. 
Anointed  Judire  of  human  kind. 
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4  Can  this  be  he  who  wont  to  stray 
A  pilgrim  on  the  world's  highway, 

By  power  oppressed,  and  mocked  by  pride  ? 
O  God,  is  this  the  Crucified  ? 

5  Go,  tyrants,  to  the  rocks  complain  ; 
Go  seek  the  mountain's  cleft  in  vain ; 
But  faith,  victorious  o'er  the  tomb, 
Shall  sing  for  joy,  ''  The  Lord  is  come." 


274.  8s  &  7s.  COLLYER. 

1  Cease,  ye  mourners,  cease  to  languish 

O'er  the  grave  of  those  you  love  ; 
Pain,  and  death,  and  night,  and  anguish, 
Enter  not  the  world  above. 

2  While  our  silent  steps  are  straying. 

Lonely,  through  night's  deepening  shade, 
Glory's  brightest  benms  are  playing 
Round  th'  immortal  spirit's  head. 

3  Licrht  and  peace  at  once  deriving 

From  the  hand  of  God  most  high, 
In  his  glorious  presence  living, 
They  shall  never — never  die  ! 

4  Endless  pleasure,  pain  excluding, 

Sickness  there  no  more  can  come; 
There,  no  fear  of  woe  intruding 

Sheds  o'er  heaven  a  moment's  gloom. 

5  Now,  ye  mourners,  cease  to  languish 

O'er  the  graves  of  those  ye  love  ; 

Far  removed  fmm  pain  and  angui.-h, 

Tliev  are  chantincf  hvmns  above. 
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^75.  7s.  S.  F  SMITH. 

Appeals  from  eternity. 

1  When  thy  mortal  life  is  fled, 

When — the  death-shades  o'er  thee  spread — 
Thou  hast  finished  earth's  career, 
Sinner  where  wilt  thou  appear  ? 

2  When  the  world  has  passed  away, 
When  draws  near  the  judgment  day, 
When  the  awful  trump  shall  sound, 
Say,  oh  where  wilt  thou  be  found  ? 

3  When  the  Judge  descends  in  light, 
Clothed  in  majesty  and  might ; 
When  the  wicked  quail  with  fear. 
Where,  oh  where  wilt  thou  appear  ? 


4  What  shall  soothe  thy  bursting  heart, 
When  the  saints  and  thou  must  part  ? 
When  the  good  with  joy  are  crowned. 
Sinner,  where  wilt  thou  be  found  ? 

5  While  the  Holy  Ghost  is  nigh, 
Q,uickl\  to  the  Saviour  fly  ; 
Then  shall  peace  thy  spirit  cheer, 
Then  in  heaven  shalt  thou  appear. 

S76.  C.   P.    M.  CH.  PSALMODV. 

1   Whkn,  thou  my  righteous  Judge,  shall  come 
To  be:ir  thy  ransomed  ))eople  honje, 

Shall  I  among  lliem  stand  ? 
Shall  such  a  wortliless  worm  as  I, 
Who  sometimes  am  iifr;iid  to  die, 

Ik-  found  at  tliv  riiiht  hand? 
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2  I  love  to  meet  thy  people  now, 
Before  thy  feet  with  them  to  bow, 

Though  vilest  of  them  all ; 
But — can  I  bear  the  piercing  thought  ? — 
What  if  my  name  should  be  left  out, 

When  thou  for  them  shall  call  ? 

3  O  Lord,  prevent  it  by  thy  grace — 
Be  thou  my  only  hiding-place. 

Is  this  th'  accepted  day ; 
Thy  pardoning  voice,  oh  let  me  hear, 
To  still  my  unbelieving  fear. 

Nor  let  me  fall,  I  pray. 

4  Among  thy  saints  let  me  be  found. 
Whene'er  th'  archangel's  trump  shall  sound. 

To  see  thy  smiling  face  ; 
Then  loudest  of  the  crowd  I'll  sing. 
While  heaven's  resounding  mansions  ring 

With  shouts  of  sovereign  grace. 

S,  M.        MONTGOMERY. 

977.  Reward  and  punishment. 

1  Oh  where  shall  rest  be  found 

Rest  for  the  weary  soul  ? 
T'were   vain  the  ocean's  depth  to  sound — 
Or  pierce  to  either  pole  ! 

2  The  world  can  never  give 

The  bliss  for  which  we  sigh  : 
'Tis  not  the  whole  of  life  to  live, 
Nor  all  of  death  to  die. 

3  Beyond  the  vale  of  tears. 

There  is  a  life  above  ; 
Unmeasured  by  the  Hiaht  of  years. 
And  all  that  life  is  love. 
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4  There  is  a  death,  whose  pang 

Outlasts  the  fleeting  breath  : — 
Oh  what  eternal  horrors  hang 
Around  *  the  second  death  1' 

5  Thou  God  of  truth  and  grace  ! 

Teach  us  that  death  to  shun ; 
Lest  we  be  banished  from  thy  face, 
Forevermore  undone. 

278.  L.  M. 

1  Eternity  is  just  at  hand, 

And  shall  I  waste  my  ebbing  sand  ? 
And  careless  view  departing  day. 
And  throw  my  inch  of  time  away  ? 

2  Eternity  ! — tremendous  sound  ! 
To  guilty  souls  a  dreadful  wound  ! 
But  oh  !  if  Christ  and  heaven  be  mine, 
How  sweet  the  accents  1  how  divine  ! 

3  Be  this  my  chief,  my  only  care, 
My  high  pursuit,  my  ardent  prayer, 
An  interest  in  the  Saviour's  blood, 

My  pardon  sealed,  and  peace  with  God. 

S71>.  8s  &  6s.  TAPPAN. 

Htaven. 

1  There  is  an  hour  of  peaceful  rest, 

To  mourninor  wanderers  griveii  , 
There  is  a  tear  for  souls  distressed, 
A  balm  for  every  wcnnided  breast; — 

'T  is  found  alone  in  heaven. 

2  There  is  a  home  f<  r  weary  souls, 

By  sins  and  sorrows  driven  : 
When  tt)ss'd  on  life's  tempestuous  shoals, 
Where  storms  arise  and  ocean  rolls, 

And  all  is  drear  but  heaven. 
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3  There  fsiith  lifts  up  the  tearless  eye, 

The  heart  with  anofuish  riven  ; 
It  views  the  tempest  passinaf  by, 
Sees  evenirig-  shadows  quickly  fly, 

And  all  serene  in  heaven. 

4  There  fragrant  flowers  immortal  bloom, 

And  jovs  supreme  are  given  ; 
There  rays  divine  disperse  the  gloom  ; 
Beyond  the  dark  and  narr«>vv  tomb, 

Appears  the  dawn  of  heaven. 

9^0.  C.  M. 

The  Heavenly  Jerusalem. 

1   Jrhusalhiim  !  my  happy  home  ! 
Name  ever  dear  to  me  ! 
When  shall  my  labors  have  an  end. 
In  joy,  and  peace,  in  thee  ? 

2  Oh,  when,  thou  city  of  my  God, 

Sh;dl  I  thy  courts  ascend. 
Where  congregations  ne'er  break  up, 
And  Sabbaths  nfever  end  ? 

3  There  happier  bowers  than  Eden's,  bloom, 

Nor  sin  nor  sorrow  know  : 
Blests  seats  !  thro'  rude  and  stormy  scenes, 
I  onward  press  to  you. 

4  Why  should  I  shrink  at  pain  and  woe]? 

Or  feel  at  death  dismay? 
I've  Canaan's  goodly  land  in  view, 
And  realms  of  endless  day. 

5  Jerusalem  !   my  happy  home  ! 

My  soul  still  pants  for  thee  ; 
Then  sh  ill  loy  labors  have  an  end. 
When  I  thy  joys  shnll  see. 
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^81.  8s  &.  6.S. 

1   How  happy  is  the  pilgrim's  lot : 

How  free  from  every  anxious  thought, 
From  worldly  hope  and  fear  ! 

Confin'd  to  neither  court  nor  cell. 

His  soul  disdains  on  earth  to  dwell, 
He  only  sojourns  here. 
S  This  happiness  in  part  is  mine. 

Already  sav'd  from  low  desian. 


From  every  creature  1 


ove 


Blest  with  the  scorn  of  finite  good, 
My  soul  is  lightened  of  its  load. 
And  seeks  the  thinrrs  above. 

3  No  foot  of  land  do  I  possess  ; 
No  cottage  in  this  wilderness  : 

A  poor  way-faringr  man  ; 
i  lodge  awhile  in  tents  below  ; 
Or  gladly  wander  to  and  fro. 

Till  I  my  Canaan  gain, 

4  Nothing  on  earth  I  call  my  own  ; 
A  stranger  to  the  world  unknown^ 

I  all  their  goods  despise ; 
I  trample  on  their  wholei  delight, 
And  seek  a  city  out  of  sight, 

A  city  in  the  skies. 

5  There  is  my  house  and  portion  fair : 
My  treasure  and  my  heart  are  there. 

And  my  abiding  home  ; 
For  me  my  elder  brethren  stay„ 
And  angels  beckon  me  away. 

And  Jesus  bids  me  come ! 

6  I  come,  thy  servant,  Lord,  replies; 
I  come  to  meet  thee  in  the  skies. 

And  claim  my  heavoidy  rest  ! 
Now  let  the  pilgrim's  journey  end  : 
Now,  O  my  Saviour,  Brother,  Friend, 

Receive  me  to  thv  breast  ! 
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551 S^.  CM.  WATTS.. 

The  Heavenly  Canaan. 

1  There  is  a  land  of  pure  delight, 

Where  saints  immortal  reign  ; 
Eternal  day  excludes  the  night, 
And  pleasures  banish  pain. 

2  There  everlasting  spring  abides, 

And  never-fadiDg  flowers  ; 
Death,  like  a  narrow  sea,  divides 
This  heavenly  land  from  ours. 

3  Sweet  fields,  beyoDd'the  swelling  flood'. 

Stand  dressed  Id  living  green  : 
So  to  the  Jews  fair  Canaan  stood. 
While  Jordan  rolled  between. 

4  But  timorous  mortals  start  and  shrink, 

To  cross  this  narrow  sea  ; 
And  linger,  trembliing,  on  the  brink, 
And  fear  to  launch  away. 

5  Oh,  could  we  make  our  doubts  remove^ 

Those  gloomy  doubts  that  rise. 
And  see  the  Canaar>  that  we  love 
With  unbecloudecf  eyes  ; — 

6  Could  we  but  climb  where  Moses  stood, 

And  view  the  lands<:ap«  o'er, 
Not  Jordan's  stream — nor  death's  cold  flood 
Should  fright  us  from  the  shore. 

'283.  C.  M.  MOORE. 

Heaven  desired. 

1  The  bird,  let  loose  in  eastern  skies. 
When  hastening  fondly  home, 
Ne'er  sto<>j)s  to  earth  her  wings,  nor  flies 
Where  idler  warblers  roam. 
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2  So  iiraiit  me,  Lord,  from  every  stiiiu 

Of  sinful  passions  free, 
'J'liroiio-h  piety's  serener  nir 
To  steer  my  course  to  thee. 

3  No  sin  to  cloud,  no  lure  to  stay 

My  soul,  as  home  she  springs  ; 
Thy  sunshine  on  her  joyful  way, 
'I'hy  freedom  on  her  wings. 

384.  C.    M.  STEELE 

Glories  of  Heaven. 

1  Far  from  these  narrow  scenes  of  night, 

Unbounded  glories  rise, 
And  realms  of  joy  and  pure  delight, 
Unknown  to  mortal  eyes. 

2  Fair  distant  land  ! — could  mortal  eyes 

But  half  its  charms  exj>lore, 
How  would  our  spirits  long  to  rise. 
And  dwell  on  earth  no  more  ! 

3  No  cloud  those  blissful  regions  know- 

Realms  ever  bright  and  fair  ! 
For  sin,  the  source  of  mortal  woe, 
Can  never  enter  there. 

4  Oh  may  the  heavenly  prospect  fire 

Our  hearts  with  ardent  love  ! 
Till  wings  of  faith,  and  strong  desire, 
Bear  every  thought  above. 

5  Prepare  us,  Lord,  by  grace  divine, 

For  thy  bright  courts  on  high  ; 
1  hen  bid  our  sj)irits  rise,  and  join 
The  chorus  of  the  skv. 
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j5JS5.  C.   M.  S.  F.  SMITH. 

This  mortal  shall  put  on  immortality. 

1  The  blooming  flowers  of  summer  pasa 

With  all  their  charms  away  ; 
The  fragrance  of  the  vernal  grass 
Ends  with  the  vernal  ray. 

2  Yet  deep  within  the  sheltering  root 

The  mystic  life  resides, 
Maturing  strength  for  future  fruit,. 
While  winter's  might  abides. 

3  So  life's  bright  scenes  with  us  may  end, 

So  outward  graces  fade  ; 
So  with  the  dust  our  glories  blend, 
Our  light  be  changed  to  shade  : 

4  Yet  in  the  grave  these  forms  of  earth 

Shall  purge  their  native  mould, 
And  spring  again — by  heavenly  birth—- 
And  fairer  powers  unfold. 

5  Oh,  dread  not  then  the  flow  of  time  ; 

For  heaven,  thy  home,  prepare; 
So  shalt  thou  rise  in  form  sublime, 
And  meet  thy  Saviour  there. 

286.  C.   M.  SIR  J.   E.  SMITH, 

Changes  of  nature  types  of  imiiwrtality. 

1  As  twilight's  gradual  veil  is  spread 

Across  the  evening  sky  ; 
So  man's  bright  hours  decline  in  shade. 
And  mortal  comforts  die. 

2  Fair  summer's  blootn  and  autumn's  glow 

In  vain  pale  winter  brave  ; 
Nor  youth,  nor  age,  nor  wisdom  know 
A  ransom  from  the  fjrave. 


no       FLIGHT  OK  TIME,     287,  28^. 

3  But  morning  dawns,  and  spring  revives, 

And  genial  hours  return  ; 
So  man's  immortal  soul  survives, 
And  scorns  the  mouldering  urn. 

4  When  this  vain  scene  no  longer  charms, 

Or  swiftly  fades  away, 
The  Christian  finds  a  Saviour's  arms. 
Nor  dreads  the  coming  day. 

287.  L.  M,  MONTGOWEKY. 

The.  grave. 

1  There  is  a  calm  for  those  who  weep, 
A  rest  for  weary  pilgrims  found : 
They  softly  lie,  and  sweetly  sleep, 
Low  in  the    ground — low  in  the  ground. 

2  The  storm  that  wrecks  the  winter  sky, 
No  more  disturbs  their  deep  repose, 
Than  summer  evening's  latest  sigh, 
That  shuts  the  rose — that  shuts  the  rose. 

3  Ah  Christian,  long  of  storms  the  sport, 
With  weary  pilgrimage  to  roam. 
See,  thou  shalt  reach  a  stormless  port, 
A  quiet  home — a  quiet  home. 

4  But  shall  the  dust  thy  soul  confine  ? 
The  risen  Jesus  tells  thee  nay  ; 

It,  in  celestial  spheres,  shall  shine, 
A  Star  of  day — a  star  of  day  ! 

28  8.  10s.  JONES  VERY 

God  not  afar  off. 
1   Father  !  Thy  wonders  do  not  singly  stand. 
Nor  far  removed    where  feet   have    seldom 

strayed  ; 
Around  us  ever  lies  (he  enchanted  land, 
ininarvcls  rich  to  Thuic  own  sons  displayed. 
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2  In  finding  Thee  are   all    things  round    us 

found  ! 
In  losing  Thee  are  all  things  lost  beside  ! 
Ears  have  we,  but  in  vain  sweet  voices  sound, 
And  to  our  eyes  the  vision  is  denied. 

3  Open  our  eyes  that  we  that  world  may  see  ? 
Open  our  eyes  that  we  Thy  voice  may  hear  ! 
And  in  the  spirit-land  may  ever  be, 

And  feel  Thy  presence  with  us  always  near  ; 

4  No  more  to  wander  'mid  the  things  of  time, 
No  more  to  suffer  death  or  earthly  change  ; 
But  with  the  Christian's   joy  and  faith  sub- 
lime, 

Through    all  Thy    vast,  eternal    scenes    to 
range. 

989.  S.   M.  MONTGOMERY. 

Home  in  heaven. 

1   My  Father's  house  on  high  ! 
Home  of  my  soul  !  how  near, 
At  times,  to  faith's  foreseeing  eye 
Thy  golden  gates  appear. 
*2  I  hear  at  morn  and  even. 

At  noon  and  midnight  hour, 
The  choral  harmonies  of  heaven 
Seraphic  music  pour. 

3  Ah  !  then  my  spirit  faints, 
To  reach  the  land  I  love, 
The  bright  inheritance  of  saints, 
Jerusalem  above. 

90^-  C.  M.  MRS.  HEMANS. 

To  a  spirit  in  heaven. 
I    Calm  on  the  bosom  of  thy  God, 
Fair  spirit,  rest  thee  now  ; 
E'en  while  with  us  thy  footsteps  trod, 
His  se;d  was  on  thv  brow. 
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*2  Dust,  to  its  narrow  house  beneath  ! 
Soul,  to  its  place  on  high  ! 
Tliey  that  have  seen  thy  look  indeadi, 
Learn  how  in  peace  to  die. 

991.  C.   M.  PEABODV, 

The  dijing  Christian. 

1  Bf.hold  the  western  evening  light  ! 

Ic  melts  in  deepening  gloom  ; 
So  calirdy  Christians  sink  away, 
De^icending  to  the  tomb, 

2  The  winds  breathe  low  ;  the  withering  leaf 

Scarce  whispers  from  the  tree  :  — 
So  crently  flows  the  parting  breath, 
Wiien  good  men  cease  to  be. 

3  How  beautiful  on  all  the  hdls 

The  crimson  light  is  shed  1 — 
'T  is  like  the  peace  the  christian  gives 
The  mourners  round  his  bed. 

4  How  mildly  on  the  wandering  cloud 

The  sun-set  beam  is  cast !  — 
'T  is  like  the  memory  left  behind 
When  loved  ones  breath  their  last. 

5  And  now,  above  the  dews  of  night, 

The  yellow  star  appears  ; — 
So  faith  springs  in  the  heart  of  those, 
Whose  eyes  are  bathed  in  tears. 

6  But  .soon  the  morning's  happier  light 

Its  glory  shall  restore, 
And  eyelids  that  are  sealed  in  death, 
Shail  wake  to  close  no  more. 
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292.  S.  M.  S.  S.  CUTTING. 

To  a  departed  spirit. 

1  Spirit  !  no  restless  wing 

Tempts  thee  afar  to  roam  ; 
Where  sin  nor  woe  their  shadows  fling, 
Thou  hast  thy  lasting  home. 

2  Spirit !   the  ark  of  God, 

The  stormy  deluge  o'er, 
Has  borne  thee  to  that  blest  abode, 
Where  thou  shaltrove  no  more. 

3  Spirit  !  there  safe  abide, 

There  take  thy  wished-for  rest  ; 
The  stormy  deep  which  thou  didst  ride 
Shall  make  that  calm  more  blest. 

4  Spirit !  we'll  haste  to  thee, 

The  tossing  wave  along, 
And  join  the  rapturous  minstrelsy 
Of  thy  seraphic  song. 


VI.  MISSIONS. 

393.  7s,  &  6s,  HEHER. 

1  From  Greenland's  icy  mountains, 

From  India's  coral  strand, 
Where  Afric's  sunny  fountains 

Roll  down  their  golden  sand  ; 
From  many  an  ancient  river, 

From  many  a  palmy  plain, 
They  call  us  to  deliver 

Their  land  from  error's  chain. 

2  What  though  the  spicy  breezes 

Blow  soft  o'er  Ceylon's  isle — 
Though  every  prospect  pleases, 

And  only  man  is  vile? — 
In  vain,  with  lavish  kindness, 

The  gifts  of  God  are  strown  ; 
The  henthen,  in  his  blindness, 

Bows  down  to  wood  and  stone. 

3  Shall  we,  whose  souls  are  lighted 

By  wisdom  from  on  high — 
Shall  we  to  man  benighted 

The  lamp  of  life  deny  ? — 
Salvation  ! — oii,  salvation  ! 

The  joyful  sound  proclaim, 
Till  earth's  remotest  nation 

Has  learnt  MessialTs  name. 
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4  Waft — waft,  ye  winds,  his  story  ; 
And  you,  ye  waters,  roll, 
Till,  like  a  sea  of  glory, 

It  spreads  from  pole  to  pole  ; 
Till  o'er  our  ransomed  nature, 
The  Lamb  for  sinners  slain. 
Redeemer,  Kina,  Creator, 
Returns  in  bliss  to  reign. 

S94.  M^lNCH ell's    SUl'. 

1  Ye  Christian  heralds,  go,  proclaim 
Salvation  in  Immanuel's  name  ; 
To  distant  climes  the  tidings  bear, 
And  plant  the  rose  of  Sharon  there. 

2  He'll  shield  you  with  a  wall  of  fire — 
With  holy  zeal  your  hearts  inspire ; 
Bid  raging  v/inds  their  fury  cease. 
And  calm  the  savage  breast  to  peace. 

3  And  when  cur  labors  all  are  o'er. 
Then  shall  we  meet  to  part  no  more  ; 
Meet — with  the  blood-bought  throng  to  fall, 
And  crown  our  Jesus — Lord  of  all. 

295.  'L.  M.  CH.   PSALMODY. 

Subjections  of  the  Nations  to  Christ  prayed  for . 

1  Soon  may  the  last  glad  song  arise, 
Through  all  the  millions  of  the  skies — 
That  song  of  triumph  which  records 
That  all  the  earth  is  now  the  Lord's  ! 

2  Let  thrones,  and  powers, and  kingdom's  be 
Obedient,  mighty  God,  to  thee  ! 

And  over  land,  and  stream,  and  main, 
Now  wave  the  sceptre  of  thy  reign  ! 

3  Oh  let  that  glorious  anthem  swell  ; 
Let  host  to  host  the  triumph  tell — 
That  not  one  rebel  heart  remains, 
But  over  all  the  Saviour  reiirns. 
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996.  7s  &  5s.  S.  F.  SMITH. 

Success  of  the  Gospel, 

1  The  morning  light  is  breaking  ; 

The  darkness  disappears ; 
The  sons  of  earth  are  waking 

To  penitential  tears  : 
Each  breeze  that  sweeps  the  ocean 

Brings  tidings  from  afar 
Of  nations  in  commotion, 

Prepared  for  Zion's  war. 

2  Rich  dews  of  grace  come  o'er  us 

In  many  a  gentle  shower, 
And  brighter  scenes  before  us 

Are  opening  every  hour  : 
Each  cry  to  heaven  going, 

Abundant  answers  brings, 
And  heavenly  gales  are  Wowing, 

With  peace  upon  their  wings « 

3  See  heathen  nations  bending 

Before  the  God  we  Ioa'C, 
And  thousand  hearts  ascending 

In  gratitude  above ; 
While  sinners  now  confessing, 

The  gospel  call  obey 
And  seek  the  Saviour's  blessing, — 

A  nation  in  a  day. 

4  Blest  river  of  salvation, 

Pursue  thy  onward  way  ; 
Flow  thou  to  every  nation, 

Nor  in  thy  richness  stay  : 
Stay  not  till  all  the  lowly 

Triumphant  reach  their  home  ; 
Stay  not  till  all  the  holy 

Proclaim,  "  The  Lord  is  come." 
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297.  7s  &  6s.  CH.  PSALMODY. 

1  When  shall  the  voice  of  singing 

Flow  joyfully  along  ? 
When  hill  and  valley,  ringing 

With  one  triumphant  song, 
Proclaim  the  contest  ended, 

And  HJM  who  once  was  slain, 
Again  to  earth  descended, 

in  righteousness  to  reign  ? 

2  Then  from  the  craggy  mountains 

The  sacred  shout  shall  fly  ; 
And  shady  vales  and  fountains 

Shall  echo  the  reply, 
High  tower  and  lowly  dwelling 

Shall  send  the  chorus  round. 
All  hallelujah  swelling 

In  one  eternal  sound  ! 


S98.  8s,  7s  &/  4s.  T.  COTTEKILL. 

1  O'er  the  gloomy  hills  of  darkness, 
Look,  my  soul — be  still  and  gaze; 
See  the  promises  advancing 
To  a  glorious  day  of  grace  ! 

Blessed  jubilee  ! 
Let  thy  glorious  morning  dawn  ! 


Let  the  Indian,  let  the  Negro, 
Let  the  rude  barbarian  see 

That  divine  and  glorious  conquest 
Once  obtained  on  Calvary  : 

Let  the  gospel 
Loud  resound  from  pole  to  pole. 
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3  Kingdoms  wide,  that  sit  in  darkness, 

Grant  them,  Lord,  the  glorious  light  ; 
Now,  from  eastern  coast  to  western, 
Ma}^  the  morning  chase  the  night ; 

Let  redemption, 
Freely  purchased,  win  the  day  ! 

4  Fly  abroad,  thou  mighty  gospel ; 

Win  and  conquer — never  cease  ! 
May  thy  lasting,  wide  dominions 
Multiply,  and  still  increase  : 

Sway  thy  sceptre, 
Saviour,  all  the  world  around  ! 

2911.  6s  &  4s.  urwick's  coli. 

The  gospel  published  to  all  the  luurld. 

1  Sound,  sound  the  truth  abroad, 
Bear  ye  the  word  of  God 

Through  the  wide  world  ; 
Tell  what  our  Lord  has  done, 
Tell  how  the  day  is  won, 
And  from  his  lofty  throne 

Satan  is  hurled. 

2  Swiftly  on  wings  of  love, 
Jesus,  who  reigns  above, 

Bids  us  to  fly  ; 
They,  who  his  message  bear. 
Should  neither  doubt  nor  fear, 
He  will  their  friend  appear, 

He  will  be  nigh. 

3  When  on  the  mighty  deep, 
He  w^U  their  spirits  keep, 

Stayed  on  his  word  ; 
When  in  a  foreign  land. 
No  other  friend  at  hand, 
Jesus  will  by  them  stand, 

Jesus  their  Lord. 
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4  Ye  who  forsaking  all, 

At  your  loved  Master's  call, 

Comforts  resign ; 
Soon  will  your  work  be  done, 
Soon  will  the  prize  be  won. 
Brighter  than  yonder  sun, 

Then  shall  ye  shine. 

L.   M,  CH.  PSALMODY* 

^00.         Prayer  for  Chrisfs  reign. 

1  Sovereign  of  worlds  !  display  thy  power, 
Be  this  thy  Zion's  favored  hour  : 

Oh  bid  the  morning-star  arise, 
Oh  point  the  heathen  to  the  skies. 

2  Set  up  thy  throne  where  Satan  reigns. 
In  western  wilds,  and  heathen  plains, 
Far  let  the  gospel's  soard  be  known; 
Make  thou  the  universe  thine  own. 

Speak !  and  the  world  shall  hear  thy  voice  ; 
Speak  !  and  the  desert  shall  rejoice  : 
Scatter  the  gloom  of  heathen  night, 
Bid  every  nation  hail  the  light. 

301.  S.  M.  CH.  PSi\LMODY. 

1  0  Lord,  our  God,  arise. 

The  cause  of  truth  mamtain  ; 
And  wide  o'er  all  the  peopled  world 
Extend  her  blessed  reign, 

2  Thou  Prince  of  life,  arise, 

Nor  let  thy  glory  cease ; 
Far  spread  the  conquests  of  thy  grace, 
And  bless  the  earth  with  peace. 
3  Thou  Holy  Ghost,  arise. 
Extend  thy  healing  wdng, 
And  o'er  a  dark  and  ruined  world, 
Let  light  and  order  spring. 
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4  Let  all  on  earth  arise, 

To  God  the  Saviour  sing, 
From  shore  to  shore — from  earth  to  heaven, 
Let  echoing  anthems  ring  ! 


L      M.  CH.    PSALMODY^ 

309.  Prayer  for  the  Jews. 

1  Arise,  great  God  !  and  let  thy  grace 
Shed  its  glad  beams  on  Jacob's  race  ; 
Restore  the  long-lost,  scattered  band, 
And  call  them  to  their  native  land. 

2  Their  misery  let  thy  mercy  heal. 
Their  trespass  hide — their  pardon  seal ; 
O  God  of  Israel !  hear  our  prayer, 
And  grant  them  still  thy  love  to  share. 

3  How  long  shall  Jacob's  offspring  prove 
The  sad  suspension  of  thy  love  ? 

Say — shall  thy  wrath  forever  burn  ? 
And  shall  thy  mercy  ne'er  return  ? 

4  Thy  quickening  Spirit  now  impart, 
And  wake  to  joy  each  gratefid  heart, 
While  Israel's  rescued  tribes  in  thee 
Their  bliss  and  full  salvation  see. 


303.  C.  M.  CH.    PSALMOBY. 

Enlargement  and  glory  of  ike  Church. 

J  O'er  mountain  tops  the  mount  of  God 
In  latter  days  shall  rise — 
Above  the  summits  of  the  hills — 
And  draw  the  wondering  eyes. 

3ii 
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2  To  this  the  joyful  nations  round, 

All  tribes  and  tongues-,  shall  flow, 
*  Up  to  the  mount  of  God,'  they  say, 
'  And  to  his  house  we  '11  go. 

3  The  beams  which  shine  from  Zion  hill 

Shall  lighten  every  land  ; 
The  King  who  reigns  in  Salem's  towers 
Shall  all  the  world  command. 

304.  8s,  7s  &  4s.  KELLY. 

1  On  the  mountain's  top  appea^fing, 

Lo !  the  sacred  herald  stands ! 
Welcome  news  to  Zion  bearing, 
Zion  long  in  hostile  lands  : 

Mourning  captive  ! 
God  himself  shall  loose  thy  bands. 

2  Lo !  thy  sun  is  risen  in  glory ! 

God  himself  appears  thy  friend ; 
All  thy  foes  shall  flee  before  thee ; 
Here  their  boasted  triumphs  end : 

Great  deliverance 
Zion's  King  vouchsafes  te  send. 

3  Enemies  no  more  shall  trouble  , 

All  thy  wrongs  shall  be  redressed; 
For  thy  shame  thou  shalt  have  double, 
In  thy  Maker's  favor  blest ; 

A((  thy  conflicts 
End  in  an  eternal  rest. 

305.  Ss,  7s,    4s.         VILLAGE  HYMNS. 

Influences  of  the  Spirit  necessary. 
1  Who,  but  thou,  almighty  Spirit, 
Can  the  heathen  world  reclaim  ? 
Men  may  preach — but  till  thou  favor, 
Heathens  will  be  still  the  same  : 

Mighty  Spirit! 
Witness  to  the  Saviour's  name,. 
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2  Thou  has  promised,  by  the  prophets, 

Glorious  light  in  latter  days  : 
Come,  and  bless  bewildered  nations, 
Change  our  prayers  and  tears  to  praise 

Promised  Spirit ! 
Round  the  world  diffuse  thy  rays. 

3  All  our  hopes,  and  prayers,  and  labors, 

Must  be  vain  without  thine  aid : 
But  thou  wilt  not  disappoint  us — 
All  is  true  that  thou  hast  said  : 

Faithful  Spirit ! 
O'er  the  world  thine  influence  shed. 

306.  L.  M. 

1  ZioN,  awake  !«-thy  strength  renew, 
Put  on  thy  robes  of  beauteous  hue ; 
Church  of  our  God,  arise  and  shine. 
Bright  with  the  beams  of  truth  divine  I 

2  Soon  shall  thy  radiance  stream  afar, 
Wide  as  the  heathen  nations  are. 
Gentiles  and  kings  thy  light  shall  view  : 
All  shall  admire  an<i  love  thee  too, 

307.  6s&8s/ 

MilUnmm  Hymn, 
1  Isles  of  the  South  awake  I 
The  song  of  triumph  sing, 
Let  mount  and  hill  and  vale 
With  hallelujahs  ring' : 
Shout,  for  the  idol's  overthrown^ 
And  Israel's  God  is  God  alone, 

3  Wild  wastes  of  Afric,  shout ! 
Your  shackled  sons  are  free, 
No  mother  wails  her  child, 
'Neath  the  banana  tree. 

No  slave-ship  dashes  on  thy  shore, 
The  clank  of  chains  is  heard  no  more". 
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3  Shout,  vales  of  India,  shout ! 
No  funeral  fires  blaze  high. 
No  idol-song  rings  loud, 

As  rolls  the  death  car  by: 

The  banner  of  the  cross  now  waves 

Where  christian  heralds  made  their  graves. 

4  Shout,  rocky  hill,  of  Greece  I 
The  crested  heads  lay  low ; 
No  moslem  flings  his  chain, 
Around  the  christian  now ; — 

But  Greek  and  Moslem  join  in  one 
To  praise  the  Saviour,  God,  the  Son. 

5  Shout,  hills  of  Palestine  ! 
Have  you  forgot  the  groan, 
The  spear,  the  thorn,  the  crosSj 
The  wine  press  trod  alone, 

The  dying  prayer  that  rose  from  thee, 
The  garden^^of  Gethsemane  ? 

6  Hail  glad  millennial  day  !j 
O  shout,  ye  heavens  above  I 
To-day  the  nations  sing 
The  song,  redeeming  love, 
Redeeming  love  the  song  shall  be  : 
Hail  blessed  year  of  Jubilee  ! 

308.  8s,  7s  &  4s.  S.  F.  SMITH. 

Missionarifs  farewell 

1  Yes,  my  native  land,  I  love  thee  ; 
All  thy  scenes  I  love  them  well ; 
Friends,  connections,  happy  country  ! 
Can  I  bid  you  all  farewell  ? 

Can  I  leave  you — 
Far  in  heathen  lands  to  dwell  ? 
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2  Home  !  thy  joys  are  passing  lovely ; 

Joys  no  strano^er-heart  can  tell ! 

Happy  home  !  't  is  sure  I  love  thee  ! 

Can  I — can  I  say — Faraodl  ? 

Can  I  leave  thee — 
Far  in  heathen  lands  to  dwell  ? 

3  Scenes  of  sacred  peace  and  pleasure, 

Holy  days  and  Sabbath  bell, 
Richest,  brightest,  sweetest  treasure  \ 

Can  I  say  a  last  farewell  ? 
Can  I  leave  you — 
Far  in  heathen  lands  to  dwell  I 

4  Yes !  I  hasten  from  you  gladly, 

From  the  scenes  I  loved  so  well ! 
Far  away,  ye  billows,  bear  me  ; 
Lovely  native  land,  farewell ! 
Pleased  I  leave  thee — 
Far  in  heathen  lands  to  dwell. 

5  In  the  deserts  let  me  labor, 

On  the  mountains  let  me  tell 
How  he  died — the  blessed  Saviour — 
To  redeem  a  world  from  hell ! 

Let  me  hasten, 
Far  in  heathen  lands  to  dwell . 

6  Bear  me  on,  thou  restless  ocean  ; 

Let  the  winds  my  canvass  swell — ■ 
Heaves  my  heart  with  warm  emotion, 
While  I  go  far  hence  to  dwell. 

Ghd  I  bid  thee, 
Native  land  ! — Farewell — Farewell  I 
309.  L.  M.  WATTS. 

The  promised  reign  of  Christ. 
1  .Iesus  shall  reign,  where'er  the  sun 
Does  his  successive  journies  run  : 
His  kingdom  stretch  from  shore  to  shore, 
Till  moons  shall  wax  and  wane  no  more. 
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2  Behold  !  the  islands  with  their  kings, 
And  Europe  her  best  tribute  brings ; 
From  north  to  south  the  princes  meet, 
To  pay  their  homage  at  his  feet. 

5   People  and  realms  of  every  tongue  i 

Dwell  on  his  love,  with  sweetest  song  ; 
And  infant  voices  shall  proclaim 
Their  early  blessings  on  hisjname. 

4  Blessings  abound  where'er  he  reigns  ; 
The  prisoner  leaps  to  loose  his  chains  ; 
The  weary  find  eternal  rest, 

And  all  the  sons  of  want  are  blest. 

5  Let  every  creature  rise  and  briug 
Peculiar  honorsjto  our  king ; 
Angels  descend^with  songs  again, 
And  earth  repeat  the  loud  Amen  I 

310.  lis  &  10s. 

Zion^s  glad  morning. 

1  Hail  tojthe  brightness  of  Zion's  glad  morning ! 

Joy  to  the  lands  that  in  darkness  have  lain  ! 
Hush'd  be  the  accents  of  sorrow  and  mourning, 
Zion  in  triumph  begins  her  mild  reign, 

2  Hail  to  the'  brightness  of  Zion's  glad  morning, 

Long  by  thy  prophets  of  Israel  foretold  ; 
Hail  to  the  millions  from  bondage  returning. 
Gentiles  and  Jews  the  blest  vision  behold. 

8  Lo  in  the  desert,  rich  flowers  are  springing, 
Streams  ever  copious  are  gliding  along  ; 
Loud  from  the  mountain-top  echoes  are  ringing, 
Wastes  rise  in  verdure  and  mingle  in  song. 

4  See  from  all  lands,  from  the  isles  of  the  ocean, 
Praise  to  Jehovah  ascending  on  high ; 
Fallen  are  ihe^engines  of  war  and  commotion, 
Shouts  of  salvation  are  rending  the  sky. 
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311.  CM.  MILTON. 

Tlie  Icing dom  of  God  on  earth, 

1  The  Lord  will  come  and  not  be  slow ; 

His  footsteps  cannot  err  : 
Before  him  righteousness  shall  go, 
His  royal  harbinger. 

2  Truth  from  the  earth,  like  fairest  flower, 

Shall  bud  and  blossom  then  ; 
And  Justice,  from  her  heavenly  bower. 
Look  down  on  mortal  men. 

3  Rise,  Lord  !  judge  thou  the  earth  in  might, 

This  longing  earth  redress; 
For  thou  art  he,  who  shall  by  right 
The  nations  all  possess. 

4  The  nations  all  whom  thou  hast  made 

Shall  come,  and  all  shall  frame 
To  bow  them  low  before  thee,  Lord, 
And  glorify  thy  name. 

5  For  great  thou  art,  and  wonders  great 

By  thy  strong  hand  are  done  : 
Thou,  in  thine  everlasting  seat, 
Remainest  God  alone  ! 

319.  L.  M,  CH.  PSALBIODY, 

1  Arm  of  the  Lord,  awake !— awake  ! 

Put  on  thy  strength — the  nations  shake  ! 
Now  let  the  world,  adoring,  see 
Triumphs  of  mercy  wrought  by  thee. 

2  Say  to  the  heathen,  from  thy  throne^ 
*I  am  Jehovah,  God  alone  !' 

Thy  voice  their  idols  shall  confound. 
And  cast  their  altars  to  the  ground. 
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3  Let  Zion's  time  of  favor  come  ! 
Oh,  bring  the  tribes  of  Israel  home  ! 
Soon  may  our  wondering  eyes  behold 
Gentiles  and  Jews  in  Jesus'  fold  ! 

4  Almighty  God!  thy  grace  proclaim 
Through  every  clime — of  every  name  ! 
Let  adverse  powers  before  thee  fall, 
And  crown  the  Saviour  Lord  of  all ! 

313.  L.  M.  CH.  PSALMODV. 

False  religions  supplanted  hy  Christianity. 

1  0  Father,  let  thy  kingdom  come, 
Thy  kingdom,  built  on  love  and  grace  ! 
In  every  nation  give  it  room, 

In  every  heart  afford  it  place  : 

The  earth  is  thine — set  up  thy  throne, 

And  claim  the  kingdoms  as  thine  own. 

2  Still  nature's  awful  darkness  reigns, 
And  sinners  scorn  thy  holy  fear  ; 
Still  Satan  holds  the  heart  in  chains, 
Where'er  thy  messengers  appear  ; 
Oh  rise,  great  God,  in  love,  and  bless 
All  nations  with  thy  righteousness. 

314.  L.  M.  TAPPAis. 

1  Hark  !  from  yon  wilds  is  heard  the  strain 
Of  joy  and  praise  ascending  high  ; 

The  song  of  Zion  cheers  the  plain  ; 
The  desert  breathes  the  contrite's  sigh. 

2  Now  true  religion  rears  her  throne 
Where  superstition  darkly  trod  ; 
And,  where  his  altar  was  unknown, 
Unnumber'd  temples  rise  to  God. 

3  Raise  your  glad  songs,  ye  choirs,  on  high : 
Salvation  to  the  heathen  flows  ! 

Let  anthems  roll  alono^  the  sky: 
The  desert  blossoms  like  the  rose  ! 
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3X3.  L.    M.  CH.  PSALMODY. 

1  AnisE  !  arise  . — with  joy  survey 
The  glory  of  the  latter  "day  : 
Already  is  the  dawh  heguii 
Which  marks  at  hand  a  rising  sun  I 

2  The  north  gives  up — the  south  no  more 
Keeps  back  her  consecrated  stcr3  : 
From  east  to  west  the  message  runs, 
And  either  India  yields  her  sons. 

3  Auspicious  dawn  ! — thy  rising  ray 
With  joy  we  view — and  hail  the  day  : 
Great  Sun  of  Righteousness  !  arise, 
And  fill  the  world  with  great  surprise. 

3IG.  S.  M.    HARRIET  MARTJNEAU. 

The  coming  of  Christ  in  the  potcer  of  his  Guspct. 

1  Lord  Jesus  !  come  ;  for  here 

Our  path  through  wilds  is  laid, 
We  watch  as  for  the  day-spring  near, 
Amid  the  breaking  shade. 

2  Lord  Jesus  !  come  ;  for  hosts 

Meet  on  the  battle  plain  : 
The  patriot  mourns,  the  tyrant  boasts, 
And  tears  are  shed  like  rain. 

3  Lord  Jesus!  come;  for  still 

Vice  shouts  her  maniac  mirth  ; 
The  famished  crave  in  vain  their  fill. 
While  teems  the  fruitful  earth. 

4  Hark  \  herald  voices  near. 

Lead  on  thy  happier  day  : 
Come,  Lord,  and  our  hosannas  hear; 
We  wait  to  strew  thy  way. 

5  Come  as  in  days  of  old, 

With  words  of  grace  and  power: 
Gather  us  all  within  thy  fold, 
And  never  Icav^-  us  n^ore. 
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317.  S.  M.  JCNEs. 

The  kingdom  of  God. 

1  Come,  kingdom  of  our  God, 

Sweet  reign  of  light  and  love  ; 
Shed  peace  and  hope  and  joy  abroad, 
And  wisdom  from  above. 

2  Over  our  spirits  first 

Extend  thy  healing  reign  ; 
There  raise  and  quench  the  sacred  thirsty 
That  never  pains  again. 

3  Come,  kingdom  of  our  God, 

And  make  the  broad  earth  thine, 
Stretch  o'er  her  lands  and  isles  the  ro4 
That  flowers  with  grace  divine. 

4  Soon  may  alt  tribes  be  blest 

With  fruit  from  life's  glad  tree  ; 
And  in  its  shade  like  brothers  rest, 
Sons  of  one  famil}*. 

5  Come,  kingdom  of  our  God, 

And  raise  thy  glorious  throne 
In  worlds  by  the  undying  trod, 
Where  God  shall  bless  his  own. 

SI  8.  8s  &  7s.  URWICK's  COLL. 

The  dark  world  enlightened. 

1  Earth  is  but  the  land  of  shadows, 

Faintly  tinged  with  glow-worm  light. 
Where  the  Prince  of  darkness  reigneth, 
Presage  of  eternal  night. 

2  0  thou  Sun  of  glorious  splendor! 

Rise  with  healing  in  thy  wing  ; 
Chase  away  thes  2  shades  of  darkness,^ 
Hoiv  licrbt  and  comfort  bring. 
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3  Take  thy  power,  Almighty  Saviour ! 

Claim  the  nations  for  thine  own  ; 
Reisrn,  thoa  Lord  of  life  and  glory, 
Till  each  heart  becomes  thy  throne. 

4  Then  the  earth,  overspread  with  glory, 

Decked  with  heavenly  splendor  bright, 
Shall  be  made  Jehovah's  dwelling — 
As  at  first,  the  Lord's  delight. 

319.  12s.  TAPPAN. 

1  O.N  the  islands  that  sit    in  tiie  refjion  of  nigbt, 

The  huuis  of  despair,  to  oblivion  a  prey, 
The  nion)in<^  will  open  with  healing  and  light, 

And  the  young  star  of  Bethlehem  will  ripen  to  day. 

2  The  altar  and  idol  in  dust  overthrown, 

The  incense  forbade  that  was  hallowed  with  blood, 
The  priest  of  Melchisedec  there  shall  atone, 
And  the  shrines  of  the  idols  be  sacred  to  God. 

3  The  lieathen  will  hasten  to  welcome  the  time, 

The  day-spring  the  prophet  in  vision  foresaw, 
When  the  beams  of  the  day-star  illumine   each  clime. 
And  the  isles  of  the  ocean  shall  wait  for  bis  law. 

330.  8S  &   7s.  MRS.  SIGOURNEY. 

1  Onward,  onward,  men  of  heaven ! 

Bear  the  gospel  banner  high, 
Rest  not  till  its  light  is  given, 

Star  of  every  pagan  sky. 
Send  it  where  the  pilgrim  stranger 

Faint's  'neath  Asia's  vertic  ray ; 
Bid  the  red-brow'd  forest  ranger 

Hail  it  ere  it  fades  av/ay. 

2  Where  the  Arctic  ocean  thunders, 

Where  the  topics  fiercely  glow, 
Broadly  spread  its  page  of  wonders, 

Brightly  bid  its  radiance  flow. 
India  marks  its  lustre  stealing ; 

Shivering  Greenland  loves  its  ra}^? ; 
Afric,  mid  her  deserts  kneeling. 

Lifts  the  untaught  strain  of  praise. 
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3  Rude  in  speech,  or  grim  in  feature, 

Dark  in  spirit,  tiiough  they  be, 
Show  that  light  to  every  creature, 

Prince  or  vassal,  bond  or  free. 
Lo  !  they  haste  to  every  nation  : 

Host  on  hosts  the  ranks  supply  : 
Onward  !  Christ  is  your  salvation, 

And  your  death  is  victory. 

321.  L.  M.  AsHwoaiH. 

The  spreading  gospel. 

*1  TelL)  Gospel,  tell  thy  news  to  man  : 
Thy  stream  of  life  o'er  deserts  roll ; 
Oh  let  thy  bonds  the  wide  earth  span, 
And  brethren  make  from  pole  to  pole. 

*2  Tread,  Gospel,  through  the  nations  tread, 
With  every  virtue  in  thy  train  : 
Be  all  to  thy  blest  freedom  led, 
And  Christ  the  liberator,  reign. 

*3  Spread,  Gospel,  spread  thy  growing  wings. 
Gather  the  lost  from  every  land; 
Oh  call  them  to  the  king  of  kings — 
Proclaim  them  his— 't  is  Christ's  command  f 

322.  S.M,     •  SCOTT, 

The  collection  consecrated. 

1  Thy  bounties,  gracious  Lord, 
With  gratitude  we  own ; 
We  praise  thy  providential  care, 
That  showers  its  blessings  down. 

S  With  joy  thy  people  bring 

Their  offerings  round  thy  throne  , 
With  thankful  souls,  behold,  we  pay 
A  tribute  of  thine  own, 
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3  Oh  may  this  sacrifice 

To  thee,  the  Lord,  ascend, 
An  odor  of  a  sweet  perfume, 
Presented  by  his  hand. 

4  Well^pleased  our  God  shall  view, 

The  products  of  liis  grace  ■ 
With  endless  life  shall  he  fulfill 
His  kindest  promises. 


333.  lls&8g. 

i  Tnnv  have  f^nnc  to  the  land  where  the  patl'iurchs  rast> 

Where  the  bones  of  the  prophets  are  hiid  ; 
Where  the  chosen  ot  Israel  the  promise  posseesed, 

And  Jehovah  his  wonders  display'd. 
To  the  land  where  the  Saviour  of  sinners  once  trod, 

Where  be  labored  and  hinguislied  and  bled  ; 
Where  he  triumphed  o'er  death,  aud  ascended  to  God, 

Ashe  captive  captivity  led. 

"2  They  liave  gone— 0,  thou  Shepherd  of  Israel — have  gone , 

The  glad  mission  in  love  to  restore  ; 
Thou  wilt  not  forsake  them,  nor  leave  them  alone  ; 

Thy  blessings  we  humhly  implore. 
Thy  blessings  go  with  them — Oh  be  thou  their  shield 

From  the  shafts  of  the  fowler  that  fly; 
O,  Saviour  of  sinners,  thine  arm  be  revealed 

lu  mercy,  in  might  from  ou  high. 


324.  78. 


BOWRING^ 


1   Watchman  !  tell  us  of  the  night, 
What  its  signs  of  promise  are. — 

Traveler !    o'er  yon  mountain's  height, 
See  that  glory-beamnig  star  !  — 

Watchman  !  does  its  beauteous  ray 
Aught  of  hope  or  joy  foretell  ? — 

Traveler !    yes ;  it  brmgs  the  day- 
Promised  day  of  Israel 
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Watchman  !  tell  us  of  the  night, 

Higher  yet  that  star  ascends. — 
Traveler  !    blessedness  and  light, 

Peace  and  truth,  its  course  portends  !— 
Watchman  !  will  its  beams  alone 

Gild  the  ^pot  that  gave  them  birth  ? — 
Traveler  !    ages  are  its  own, 

See,  it  bursts  o'er  all  the  earth. 

Watchman  !  tell  us  of  the  night, 

For  the  morning  seems  to  dawn. — 
Traveler  !    darkness  takes  its  flight, 

Doubt  and  terror  are  withdrawn. 
Watchman  !  let  thy  wanderings  cease  , 

Hie  thee  to  thy  quiet  home. 
Traveler  !    lo  !  tiie  Prince  of  Peace, 

Lo  !  the  Son  of  God  is  come  ! 


i4 


VII.    MISCELLANEOUS. 

^25.  C.    M.  S.  F.  SMITH. 

Invocation. 

I  SpiRtT  of  holiness!  descend. 
Thy  people  wait  for  thee  ; 
Thine  ear  in  kind  compassion  lend, 
Let  us  thy  mercy  see  ! 

1i  Behold  thy  weary  churches  wait^ 
With  wishful,  longing  eyes— ^ 
Let  us  no  more  lie  desolate  ; 
Oh,  bid  thy  light  arise. 

*3  Thy  light,  that  on  our  souls  hath  shone, 
Leads  us  in  hope  to  thee ; 
Let  us  not  ffeel  its  rays  alone-^ 
Alone  thy  people  be  : 

4  Oh,  bring  our  dearest  friends  to  God; 
Remember  those  we  love  ; 
Fit  them,  on  earth,  for  thine  abode, 
Fit  them  for  joys  above. 

-^  Spirit  of  holiness  !  'tis  thine 
To  hear  our  feeble  prayer  ; 
Come,  for  wc  wait  thy  power  divine, 
Let  us  thy  mercy  share. 
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326.  S.  M. 


DWiGirr. 


Love  to  the  Church- 


1  I  LOVE  thy  kingdom.  Lord, 

The  house  of  thine  abode, 
The  church  our  bless'd  Redeemer  saved 
With  his  own  precious  blood. 

2  I  love  thy  church,  O  God  ; 

Her  walls  before  thee  stand, 
Dear  as  the  apple  of  thine  eye, 
And  graven  on  thy  hand. 

3  For  her  my  tears  shall  fall  ; 

For  her  my  prayers  ascend  ; 
To  her  my  cares  and  toils  be  given, 
Till  toils  and  cares  shall  end. 

4  Beyond  my  highest  joy 

I  prize  her  heavenly  ways, 
Her  sv/eet  communion,  solemn  vows. 
Her  hymns  of  love  and  praise. 

5  Jesus,  thou  Friend  divine, 

Our  Saviour  and  our  King, 
Thy  hand  fron>  every  snare  and  foe 
Shall  great  deliverance  bring. 

6  Sure  as  thy  truth  shall  last. 

To  Zion  shall  be  given 
The  brightest  glories  earth  can  yie!d, 
And  brighter  bliss  of  heaven. 

S27.  L.   M.  WATTS. 

The  Church's  prayer  in  time  of  desertion, 

1   Great  shepherd  of  thine  Israel, 

Who  didst  between  the  cherubs  dwelJ, 
And  lead  the  tribes,  thy  chosen  sheep. 
Safe  through  the  desert  and  the  deep — • 
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2  Thy  church  is  in  the  desert  now — 
Shine  from  on  higli — and  guide  us  through  ; 
Turn  us  to  tliee — thy  love  restore, 

We  shall  he  saved — and  sigh  no  more. 

3  Ilast  thou  not  planted  with  thy  hand 
A  lovely  vine  in  this  our  land  ? 

Did  not  thy  power  defend  it  round, 
And  heavenly  dew  enrich  the  ground  ? 

4  IIow  did  the  spreading  branches  shoot, 
And  bless  the  nations  with  their  fruit  ? 
But  now,  O  Lord,  look  down  and  see 
Thy  mourning  vine,  that  lovely  tree. 

5  Return,  almighty  God,  return, 

Nor  let  thy  bleeding  vineyard  mourn  : 
'J'urn  us  to  thee — thy  love  restore, 
We  shall  be  saved — and  sigh  no  more. 

33$.  L.  M.       TATP,   AM)  BRADY 

1  Whp.n  we,  our  wearied  limbs  to  rest, 
Sat  down  by  proud  Euphrates'  stream, 
We  wept — wilh  doleful  thoughts  oppressed, 
And  Ziou  was  our  mournful  theme. 

2  Our  harps,  that,  when  with  joy  we  sung, 
Were  wont  their  tuneful  parts  to  bear, 
With  silent  strings,  neglected  hung,  ' 
On  willow  trees  that  withered  there. 

3  O  Salem,  our  once  happy  seat  I 
When  I  of  thee  forgetful  pr«>ve, 
liet  them- my  trembling  hand  forget 
The  tuneful  strings  with  art  to  move. 

4  If  I  to  mention  thee  forbear. 
Eternal  silence  seize  my  tongue  ; 
Or  if  I  sing  one  cheerful  air, 
Till  thy  deliverance  is  my  song. 
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329.  L.  M,  CH.  PSALMODY. 

1  Why  on  the  bending  willows  lumg, 
Israel  !  still  sleeps  thy  tuneful  string  ? — 
Still  mute  remains  thy  sullen  tongue, 
And  Zion's  sonor  denies  to  sin*?  ? 

2  Awake  !--thy  sweetest  raptures  raise  ; 
Let  harp  and  voice  unite  their  strains  ; 
Thy  promised  Kincr  his  sceptre  sways  ; 
Jesus,  thine  own  Messiah,  reigns  ! 

3  No  taunting  foes  the  song  require  : 
No  strangers  mock  thy  captive  chain  : 
But  friends  provoke  the  silent  lyre, 
And  brethren  ask  the  holy  strain. 

4  Nor  fear  thy  Salem's  hills  to  wrong, 
If  other  lands  thy  triumph  share  : 

A  heavenly  city  claims  thy  song  ; 
A  brighter  Salem  rises  there. 

5  By  foreign  streams  no  longer  roam  ; 
Nor,  weeping,  think  of  Jordan's  flood  : 
In  every  clime  behold  a  home, 

In  every  temple  see  thy  God. 

330.  L.  M.  NEWTON. 

Trusting  in  God. 

1  While  I  to  grief  my  soul  gave  way 
To  see  the  work  of  God  decline, 
Methought  I  heard  the  Saviour  say, 
'  Dismiss  thy  fears,  the  ark  is  mine. 

2  *  Though  for  a  time  I  hide  my  face, 
Rely  upon  my  love  aud  power  : 
Still  wrestle,  at  the  throne  of  grace, 
And  wait  for  a  revivinfr  hour. 
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3  'Take  down  thy  long-neglected  harp; 
I've  seen  thy  tears  and  heard  thy  prayer  ; 
The  winter  season  has  been  sharp, 

But  spring  shall  all  its  wastes  repair,' 

4  Lord,  I  obey — my  hopes  revive  ; 

Come,  join  with  me,  ye  saints,  and  sing  : 
Our  foes  in  vain  against  us  strive, 
For  God  will  help  and  triumph  bring. 


331.  8s  «&.  7s.  R.    PALMER ■ 

1  Fount  of  everlasting  love  ! 

Rich  thy  streams  of  mercy  are — 
Flowing  purely  from  above  ; 
Beauty  marks  their  course  afar. 

2  Lo,  thy  church,  thy  garden  now, 

Blooms  beneath  the  heavenly  shower  ! 
Sinners  feel,  and  melt,  and  bow  : 
Mild,  yet  mighty,  is  thy  power. 

3  God  of  grace,  before  thy  throne 

Here  our  warmest  thanks  we  bring  ; 
Thine  the  glory — thine  alone  : 
Loudest  praise  to  thee  we  sing. 

4  Hear,  O  hear,  our  grateful  song  ; 

Let  thy  Spirit  still  descend  ; 
Roll  the  tide  of  grace  along, 

Widening,  deepening,  to  the  end. 

332.  S.  M.  SWAIN, 

Gratitude  for  a  revival. 

I   Who  can  forbear  to  sing. 
Who  can  refuse  to  praise, 
Wlien  Zion's  high,  celestial  King 
His  saving  power  displays  ? — 
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2  When  sinners  at  his  feet. 
By  mercy  conquered,  fall  ; 
When  grace,  and  truth,  and  justice  meet, 
And  peace  unites  them  all  ? 

♦3  Who  can  forbear  to  praise, 
When  angel-notes  prolong, 
O'er  sinners  turning  from  their  ways, 
The  high,  seraphic  song  ? 

333.  L.  M.  MONTGOMERV. 

Sabbath  school  anniversary, 

1  From  year  to  year  in  love  we  meet ; 
From  year  to  year  in  peace  we  part ; 
The  tongues  of  children  uttering  sweet 
The  thrilling  joy  of  every  heart. 

2  But  time  rolls  on  :  and,  year  by  year, 
We  change,  grow  up,  or  pass  away  : 
Not  twice  the  same  assembly  here 
ILive  hailed  the  children's  festal  day. 

3  Death,  ere  another  year,  shall  strike 
Some  in  our  number,  marked  to  fall  : 
Be  young  and  old  prepared  alike  ; 
The  warning  is  to  each,  to  all. 

4  This  sole  occasion  then  is  ours  : 
This  day  we  ne'er  again  shall  see  : 
O  Lord  !  awaken  all  our  powers. 
To  spend  it  for  eternity. 

5  Oft  broke,  our  failing  ranks  renew; 
Send  teachers,  children,  in  our  place  ; 
More  humble,  docile,  faithful,  true, 
More  like  thv  Son, — from  race  to  race. 
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334.  C.  M.  BRTAN^ 

Dedication. 

1  O  THOU,  whose  own  vast  temple  stands, 

Built  over  earth  and  sea, 
Accept  the  walls  that  human  hands 
Have  raised  to  worship  thee. 

2  Lord,  from  thine  inmost  glory  send, 

Within  these  courts  to  hide, 
The  peace  that  dwelleth  without  end 
Securely  by  thy  side. 

3  May  erring  minds  that  worship  here 

Be  taught  the  better  way, 
And  they  who  mourn,  and  they  who  fear, 
Be  strengthened  as  they  pray. 

4  May  faith  grow  firm,  and  love  grow  warm. 

And  pure  devotion  rise, 
While  round  these  hallowed  walls  the  storm 
Of  earth-born  passions  dies. 

335.  "S-  GREY. 

Sabbath  School  Hijiun. 

1  Suppliant,  lo !  thy  children  bend. 

Father,  for  tliy  blessing  now  ; 
Thou  canst  teach  us,  guide,  defend  , 
We  are  weak,  Almighty  thou. 

2  With  the  peace  thy  word  imparts. 

Be  the  taught  and  teacher  blest  : 
In  our  lives,  and  in  our  hearts. 
Father,  be  thy  laws  impressed. 

3  Pour  into  each  longing  mind 

Light  and  pard^m  from  above ; 
Charity  for  all  our  land, — 
I'rusting  faitli,  and  holy  love. 
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S36.  S.    M.  MONTGOMKRY. 

Sabbath  School  Hymn. 

1  God  scorns  not  humble  things  ; 

Here,  though  the  proud  despise. 
The  children  of  the  King  of  kings 
Are  training  for  ihe  skies. 

2  May  none  who  thus  are  taught, 

From  glory  be  cast  down, 
But  all  through  faith  and  patience  brought 
To  an  immortal  crown. 

337  S.  M.  MRS.  SIGOURNKY, 

Prayer  at  entering  school. 

1  Lord,  lead  my  heart  to  learn  ; 

Prepare  my  ears  to  hear  ; 
And  let  me  useful  knowledge  seek, 
In  thy  most  holy  fear. 

2  If  unforgiveu  sin 

Within  my  besom  lies, 
Or  evil  motives  Imger  there 
T'  offead  thy  perfect  eyes — 

3  Remove  them  far  away, 

Inspire  me  with  thy  love, 
That  I  may  please  thee  here  below, 
And  dwell  with  thee  above. 

338.  S.  M. 

The  ttord  sown, 

1  Father  of  mercies  !   hear 

The  notes  that  children  raise  ; 
To  our  request  bow  down  thine  ear, 
And  hearken  to  our  praise. 

2  Within  our  minds  the  seed 

Of  sacred  truth  is  sown  ; 
Hut,  Lord,  the  blessinjr  that  we  need, 
Must  come  from  thee  alone. 
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3  That  seed  will  buried  lie 

Till  thju  the  increase  gire : 
Yet  then,  aithougli  it  seem  to  die, 
It  shall  revive  and  live, 

4  Then,  though  the  sower  weep, 

Ere  long,  with  thankful  voice, 
Both  he  who  sows  and  they  who  reap 
Together  shall  rejoice. 

5  Thou  dost  the  seed  prepare. 

And  make  it  sprin^j  when  sown  ; 
And  if  a  hundred  fold  it  bear. 
The  praise  is  all  thine  own. 

330.  H.   M.  PRATT'S  CCLL. 

United  Praise  of  Teaehcrs  and  Children. 

1  Come,  let  our  voices  join 

In  joyful  scHigs  of  praise  ; 
To  God,  the  God  of  love, 

Our  thankful  hearts  we'll  raise  : 
To  God  alone  all  praise  belongs  — 
Our  earliest  and  our  latest  songs, 

2  Within  these  hallowed  walls 

Our  wandering  feet  are  brought, 
Where  prayer  and  praise  ascend, 

And  heavenly  truths  are  taught : 
To  God  alone  your  offerings  bring  ; 
Let  young  and  old  his  praises  sing. 

3  Lord,  let  this  work  of  love 

Be  crowned  with  full  success  ; 
Let  thousands,  yet  unborn. 

Thy  sacred  name  here  bh\=is  : 
To  thee,  O  Lord,  all  praise  to  thee 
We'll  raise  throughout  eternity. 
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3^40.  C.   M.  UNION  COLL, 

Youthful  Praise. 

1  Great  God,  in  whom  we  live  and  move. 

Accept  our  feeble  praise, 
For  all  the  mercy,  grace,  and  love, 
Which  crown  our  youthful  days. 

2  For  countless  mercies,  love  unknown^ 

Lord,  what  can  we  impart  ? 
Thou  dost  require  one  gift  alone — 
The  offering  of  the  heart. 

3  Incline  us,  Lord,  to  give  it  thee  ; 

Preserve  us  by  thy  grace, 
Till  death  shall  brinor  us  all  to  see 
Thy  glory  face  to  face. 

341.  CM.  LOGAr*. 

Early  Instruction. 

1  How  happy  is  the  child  who  hears 

Instruction's  warning  voice, 
And  who  celestial  Wisdom  makes 
His  early,  only  choice  ! 

2  For  she  has  treasures  greater  far 

Than  east  or  west  unfold, 
And  her  rewards  more  precious  are  J 

Than  all  their  stores  of  gold. 

3  She  guides  the  young  with  innoceiice 

In  pleasure's  path  to  tread  ; 
A  crown  of  glory  she  bestows 
Upon  the  hoary  head. 

4  According  as  her  labors  rise, 

So  her  rewards  increase ; 
Her  ways  are  ways  of  pleasantness, 
And  all  her  paths  are  peace. 
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349L  cTm!  i^t. 

TeAich'uig  Little  C/iUdren. 

J   O,  SAY  not,  think  not,  heavenly  notes 
To  childiyh  cars  are  vain,— 
That  the  young  mind  at  random  floats, 
And  cannot  reach  tlie  strain. 

2  Dim  and  unheard  the  woi'ds  may  fall^ 
And  yet  the  heaven-tailght  mind 
May  catch  the  sacred  air,  and  all 
The  harmony  unwind. 

*}  Was  not  our  Lord  a  little  child, 
Taught  by  degrees  to  pray, 
By  father  dear  and  mother  mild 
Instructed  day  by  d&y  1 

4  And  loved  he  not  of  heaven  to  talk 

With  children  in  his  sight, 
To  meet  them  in  his  daily  walk, 
And  to  his  arms  invite  ? 

5  What  though  around  his  throne  of  fire 

The  everlasting  chant, 
Be  wafted  from  the  seraph  choir, 
In  glory  jubilant. 

6  In  his  own  words  we  Christ  adore  ; 

But  angels,  as  we  speak, 
Higher  above  our  meaning  soar 
Than  we  o'er  children  weak. 

7  And  yet  his  words  mean'more  than  they, 

And  yet  he  owns  their  praise ; 
O,  think  not  that  he  turns  away 
From  infant's  simple  lays  ? 
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343.  C,  M.  HEBER, 

The  Holy  Child. 
\  By  cool  Siloam's  shady  rilL 
How  sweet  tlie  lily  grows  ! 
How  sweet  the  breath,  beneath  the  hill, 
Of  Sharon's  dewy  rose  ! 

2  Lo,  such  the  child  whose  early  feet 

The  paths  of  peace  have  trod  ; 
Whose  secret  heart,  with  influence  sweet, 
Is  upward  drawn  to  God  ! 

8  O  Thou  who  giv'st  us  life  and  breath, 
We  seek  Thy  grace  alone, 
In  childhood,  manhood,  age,  and  deaths 
To  keep  us  still  Thine  own  ! 

344.  L.  M.        WEST  BOSTON  COLL, 

Hymn  for  Baptism, 
1  This  child  we  dedicate  to  thee, 
O  God  of  grace  and  purity  ! 
Shield  it  from  sin  and  threatening  wrong, 
And  let  thy  love  its  life  prolong. 

3  O  may  thy  Spirit  gently  draw 
Its  willing  soul  to  keep  thy  law  ; 
May  virtue,  piety  and  truth. 
Dawn  even  with  its  dawning  youth. 

345.  C«  M,  Doiyi>RiDG£. 
Dedication  of  Children  to  God  and  Christ, 

1  See  Israel's  gentle  Shepherd  stand 

With  all-engaging  charms  ; 
Hark,  how  he  calls  the  tender  lambs^ 
And  folds  them  in  his  arms ! 

2  Permit  them  to  approach,  he  cries, 

.  Nor  scorn  their  humble  name ; 
For  't  was  to  bless  such  souls  as  these 
The  Lord  of  angels  came. 
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346.  H.     M.  BUDDEN. 

1  Come,  let  our  voices  join 

In  joyful,  songs  of  praise  : 
To  God,  the  God  of  love, 

Our  thankful  hearts  we'll  raise. 
To  God  alone  all  praise  belongs — 
Our  earliest  and  our  latest  songs. 

2  Within  these  hallowed  walls 

Our  wandering  feet  are  brought, 
Where  prayer  and  praise  ascend. 

And  heavenly  truths  are  taught. 
To  God  alone  your  offerings  bring  ; 
Let  young  and  old  his  praises  sing. 

3  Lord,  let  this  work  of  love 

Be  crowned  with  full  success  ; 
Let  thousands  yet  unborn 

Thy  sacred  name  here  bless. 
To  thee,  O  Lord,  all  praise  to  thee 
We'll  raise  throughout  eternity. 

347.  C.  M.  cowpER. 

1  Bestow,  O  Lord,  upon  our  youth 

The  gift  of  saving  grace, 
And  let  the  seed  of  sacred  truth 
Fall  in  a  fruitful  place. 

2  Grace  is  a  plant,  where'er  it  grows. 

Of  pure  and  heavenly  root; 
But  fairest  in  the  youngest  shows, 
And  yields  the  sweetest  fruit. 

3  Ye  careless  ones,  oh,  hear  betimes 

The  voice  of  saving  love  ! 
Your  youth  is  stained  with  numerous  criraeS; 
But  mercy  reigns  above. 
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4  For  you  the  public  prayer  is  made  ; 

Oh,  join  the  public  prayer! 

For  you  the  secret  tear  is  shed  ; 

Oh,  shed  yourselves  a  tear  ! 

5  We  pray  that  you  may  early  prove 

The  Saviour's  quickening  grace  : 
Too  young  you  cannot  taste  his  love, 
Or  seek  his  smiling  face. 

318.  C.    M.  STREPHAM^ 

For  Teachers. 

1  Be  ours  the  bliss  in  wisdom's  way 

To  guide  untutored  youth, 
Aiid  lead  the  mind  that  went  astray 
To  virtue  and  to  truth. 

2  Delightful  work  young  souls  to  win, 

And  turn  the  rising  race 
From  the  deceitful  paths  of  sin 
To  seek  redeeming  irrace  ! 

3  Ahnighty  God,  thine  influence  shed 

To  aid  this  good  design  : 
The  honors  of  thy  name  be  spread. 
And  all  the  glory  thine. 

349.  L.    M.  HAWKESWORTH, 

Morn ing  Hi/ jn n . 

1  Lv  sleep's  serene  oblivion  laid, 
I  safely  passed  the  silent  night ; 
Again  I  see  the  breaking  shade, — 
I  drink  again  the  morning  light : 

2  New-born  I  bless  the  waking  hour  ; 
Once  more,  with  awe,  rejoice  to  be  ; 
My  conscious  soul  resumes  her  power. 
And  springs,  my  guardian  God,  to  thee. 
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a  Oh  guide  mo  throuah  tlie  various  maze 
My  doubtful  feet  are  yet  to  tread  ; 
And  spread  thy  shield's  protecting  blaze, 
When  dangers  press  around  my  head. 

4  A  deeper  shade  shall  soon  impend, 
A  deeper  sleep  my  eyes  oppress; — 
Yet  then  thy  strength  shall  still  defend, 
Thy  goodness  gtill  delight  to  bless. 

5  That  deeper  shade  shall  break  away, 
That  deeper  sleep  shall  leave  my  eyes  ; 
Thy  light  shall  give  eternal  day, 
Thy  love  the  rapture  of  the  skies. 

350.  L.  M.  KEHLR, 

Morning. 

1  Oh  !  timely  happy,  timely  wise, 
Hearts  that  with  rising  morn  arise  ! 
Eyes  that  the  beam  celestial  view, 
Which  evermore  makes  all  things  new ! 

2  New  every  morning  is  the  love 
Our  wakening  and  uprising  prove  ; 
Through  sleep  and  darkness  safely  brought, 
Restored  to  life,  and  power,  and  thought. 

3  New  mercies,  each  returning  day, 
Hover  around  us  while  we  pray  ; 
New  perils  past,  new  sins  forgiven , 

New  thoughts  of  God.  new  hopes  of  heaven. 

*3  0pen  O  Lord,  our  sin-dimmed  eyes 
To  see  these  blessings  as  they  rise  ; 
And  help  us  through  the  passing  day 
To   live  as  wa  this  morning  pray. 
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35 !•  C.    M.  MONTGOMERY, 

Morning  Hymn. 

1  What  secret  hand,  at  morning  light, 

By  stealth  unseals  mine  eye, 
Draws  back  the  curtain  of  the  night, 
And  opens  earth  and  sky  ? 

2  'T  is  thine,  my  God,  the  same  that  kept 

My  resting  hours  from  harm  ; 
No  ill  came  nigh  me.  for  I  slept 
Beneath  the  Almighty's  arm. 

3  'T  is  thine — my  daily  bread  that  brings, 

Like  manna  scatt-ered  round, 
And  clothes  me,  as  the  lily  springs 
In  beauty  from  the  ground. 

4  Oh  let  that  hand  uphold  me  still, 

Through  life's  uncertain  race,  , 

And  lead  me  to  that  holy  hill 
Where  is  thy  dwelling-place. 

352.  L.   M.  KEBLE. 

Evening. 

1  The  sun,  that  bright  and  orbed  blaze, 
Has  faded  from  our  wistful  gaze  ; 

A  mantling  cloud  has  hid  from  sight 
The  last  faint  pulse  of  quivering  light. 

2  Sun  of  my  soul !  thou  Saviour  dear, 
It  is  not  night  if  thou  be  near : 

Oh,  may  no  earth-born  cloud  arise 
To  hide  thee  from  thy  servant's  eyes. 

3  When  the  soft  dews  of  kindly  sleep 
My  wearied  eyelids  gently  steep, 

Be  my  last  thought  how  sweet  to  resl 
Forever  on  my  Saviour's  breast. 
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4  Abide  with  me  from  morn  till  eve, 
For  without  thee  I  cannot  live  : 
Abide  with  me  when  night  is  nigh, 
For  without  thee  I  dare  not  die. 

tftSS  8s.  EPIS.  COLL. 

Evening. 

1   Lnthpiuer  and  hearer  of  prayer, 

'I'hou  shepherd  and  guardian  divine, 
M>  all  to  thy  covenant  care 
I,  sleeping  or  waking,  resign. 

12  If  thou  art  my  shield  and  my  sun, 
The  night  is  no  darkness  to  me  ; 
And,  fast  as  my  minutes  roll  on, 
Tiiey  bring  me  but  nearer  to  thee. 

Z  A  sovereign  protector  I  have, 
Unseen,  yet  forever  at  hand  ; 
Uncliangeabiy  faithful  to  save, 
Almighty  to  rule  and  command. 

4  His  smiles  and  his  comforts  abound. 
His  grace,  as  the  dew,  shall  descend  ; 
And  wails  of  salvation  surround 
The  soul  he  delights  to  defend. 

354.  C.  M. 

Evening  Hymn. 

1  We  come  at  evening's  solemn  hour, 

Low  at  thy  shrine  we  bend, 
To  ofter  up  the  heart's  warm  prayer 
To  thee,  our  Father,  Friend. 

2  Not  high  degree  nor  fame  we  ask, 

No  power  of  worldly  form, 
I?iit  power  to  foil  the  snares  of  vice, 
And  passion's  fitful  storm. 
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3  Oh,  like  the  sunimer's  gentle  showers. 

Let  thy  pure  grace  descend  ; 
Be  thou  our  guide,  be  thou  our  hope, 
Our  Father,  and  our  Friend. 

4  And  let  thy  hand  protect  us  here  ; 

Be  with  us  where  we  stay  ; 
Guide,  guard  us  through  life's  narrow  path  ; 
Help  us  in  death's  dark  way. 

355.  S.   M. 

1  The  day  is  past  and  gone, 

'J'he  evening  shades  appear  ; 
Oh,  may  I  ever  keep  in  mind, 
The  night  of  death  draws  near. 

2  Lord,  keep  me  safe  this  night, 

Secure  from  all  my  fears  ; 
May  angels  guard  me  while  I  sleep, 
Till  morning  light  appears. 

3  And  when  I  early  rise. 

To  view  th'  unwearied  sun, 
May  I  set  out  to  wm  the  prize, 
And  after  glory  run. 

4  Lord,  when  my  days  are  past, 

And  I  from  time  remove. 
Oh  may  I  in  thy  bosom  rest, 
The  bosom  of  thy  love, 

3o6.  6.  S.  CUTTING. 

Family  Hymn. 
1  Father!  we  bless  the  gentle  care, 
That  watches  o'er  us  day  by  day, 
That  guards  us  from  the  tempter's  snare, 

And  guides  us  in  the  heavenward  way  : — ■ 
We  bless  thee  for  the  tender  love 

That  mingles  all  our  hearts  in  one, — 
The  music  of  the  soul — above 
'T  is  purer  spirits'  unison. 
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2  Father  !  affection  speaks  to  thee — 

Oh  listen  to  affection's  voice, 
And  let  thy  blessing  ever  be 

Alike  in  all  our  woes  and  joys  : — 
And  speaks  affection  not  the  less 

For  absent  loved-ones  far  or  near, — 
The  absent  let  thy  mercy  bless 

As  us  who  mingle  worship  here. 

3  Father !  't  is  evening's  solemn  hour. 

And  cast  we  now  our  cares  on  thee, 
Darkly  the  storm  may  round  us  lower — 

Peace  is  within — Christ  makes  us  free  ! — 
And  when  life's  toil  and  joy  are  o'er, 

And  evening  gathers  on  its  sky, 
Our  circle  broke — we  sing  no  more — 

Oh  may  we  meet  and  sing  on  high  ! 

StST*.  7s,  EPI?,  COLL 

1  Softly  now  the  light  of  day 
Fades  upon  my  sight  away  ; 
Free  from  care — from  labor  free, 
Lord,  I  would  commune  with  thee. 

2.  Soon,  for  me,  the  light  of  day 
Shall  forever  pass  away  : 
Then,  from  sin  and  sorrow  free. 
Take  me,  Lord,  to  dwell  with  thee  ! 


358.  L.  M.  KENN. 

1  Glory  to  thee,  my  God,  this  night. 
For  all  the  blessings  of  the  light; 
Keep  me,  oh  keep  me,  king  of  kings 
Beneath  thine  own  almighty  wings. 

2  Forgive  me,  Lord,  for  thy  dear  Son, 
The  ills  that  I  this  day  have  done  ! 
That  with  the  world,  myself,  and  the©, 
Ij  ere  I  sleep,  at  peace  may  be. 
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3  Teach  me  to  live,  that  I  may  dread 
The  grave  a&  little  as  my  bed  ; 
Teach  me  to  die,  that  so  I  may 
Rise  glorious  at  the  awful  day. 

359.  C.    M.  MORAVIAN  COLLo 

i  In  mercv,  Lord,  remember  me, 
Throiigh  all  the  hours  of  night, 
And  grant  to  me  most  graciously 
The  safeguard  of  thy  might, 

2  With  cheerful  heart  I  close  my  eyes, 

Since  thou  wilt  not  remove  : 
Oh,  in  the  morning  let  me  rise 
Rejoicing  in  thy  love  !— 

3  Or,  if  this  night  should  prove  the  last, 

And  end  my  transient  days  ; 
Lord,  take  me  to  thy  promised  rest, 
Where  I  may  sing  thy  praise. 

3^50  C.  M,  H.  K.  WHITE. 

Evening. 

1  O  Lord,  another  day  is  flown, 

And  we,  a  lonely  band, 
Are  met  once  more  before  thy  throne, 
To  bless  thy  fostering  hand. 

2  And  wilt  thou  bend  a  listening  ear, 

To  praises  low  as  ours  ? 
Thou  wilt,  fcirthou  dost  love  to  hear 
The  song  which  meekness  pours. 

3  And  Jesiis,  thou  thy  smiles  wilt  deign, 

As  we  before  thee  pray, 
For  thou  didst  bless  the  infant  train, 
And  we  are  less  than  they. 

4  And  thou  wilt  turn  our  wandering  feet, 

And  thou  wilt  bless  our  way, 
Till  worlds  shall  fade,  and  faith  shall  greet 
The  dawn  of  lasting  day. 
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^^*-  S.     M.  CURT.s'^lI 

1  Another  day  is  past — 

The  hours  forever  fled  ; 
And  time  is  bearing  me  away 
To  mingle  with  the  dead. 

2  My  mind  in  perfect  peace 

My  Father's  care  shall  keep  : 
1  yield  to  gentle  slumber  now, 
For  thou  canst  never  sleep.' 

3  How  blessed,  Lord,  are  they 

On  thee  securely  stay'd  ! 
Nor  shall  they  be  in  life  alarmed, 
Nor  be  in  death  dismayed. 

302.  CM 

Sabbath  Evening. 

1  When,  O  dear  Jesus,  when  shall  ! 

Behold  thee  all  serene  ; 
Blest  in  perpetual  Sabbath-day 
Without  a  veil  between  ? 

2  Assist  me  while  I  wander  here 

Amidst  a  world  of  cares  ; 
Incline  my  heart  to  pray  with  love, 

And  then  accept  my  prayers. 
5  Thy  Spirit,  O  my  Father,  give, 

To  be  my  guide  and  friend, 
To  light  my  path  to  ceaseless  joys, 

To  Sabbaths  without  end. 

363.  C  M 

V>.  iU.  WATTS, 

Advantages  of  Early  Religion. 
1  Happy  the  child  whose  tender  years 
Receive  instructions  well  ; 
Who  hates  the  sinner's  path,  and  fears 
X  he  road  that  leads  to  hell. 
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2  When  we  devote  our  youth  to  God, 

'T  is  pleasing  in  his  eyes  ; 
A  flower  when  offered  in  the  bud 
Is  no  vain  sacrifice. 

3  'T  is  easier  work  if  we  begin 

To  fear  \^e  Lord  betimes  ; 
While  sinners,  who  grow  old  in  sin, 
Are  hardened  in  their  crimes. 

4  To  thee,  almighty  God !  to  thee 

Oar  childhood  we  resign  : 
'T  will  please  us  to  look  back  and  see 
That  our  whole  lives  were  thine. 

5  Let  the  sweet  work  of  prayer  and  praise 

Employ  our  youngest  breath  : 
Thus,  we're  prepared  for  longer  days. 
Or  fit  for  early  death. 

364.  S.  M. 

Youth  Invited, 

1  My  son,  know  thou  the  Lordj 

Thy  father's  God  obey  ; 
Seek  his  protecting  eare  by  night, 
His  guardian  hand  by  day. 

2  Call,  while  he  may  be  found, 

Oh  seek  him  while  he's  near ; 
Serve  him  with  all  thy  heart  and  mind, 
And  worship  him  with  fear. 

3  If  thou  wilt  seek  his  face, 

His  ear  will  hear  thy  cry  ; 
Then  shalt  thou  find  his  mercy  sure, 
His  grace  forever  nigh. 

4  But  if  thou  leave  thy  God, 

Nor  choose  the  path  to  heaven ; 
Then  shalt  thou  perish  in  thy  sins, 
And  never  be  forgiven. 
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^GS.  L.    M.  L.  E.  LANDOM. 

J^eed  my  Lambs. 

1  The  world  will  come  with  care  and  crime. 
And  tempt  too  oft  the  heart  astray  ; 

Still  the  seed  sown  in  early  time 
Shall  not  be  wholly  cast  away, 

2  The  infant  prayer,  the  infant  hymn. 
Within  the  darkened  soul  will  rise, 
When  age's  weary  eye  is  dim, 

And  the  grave's  shadow  round  us  lies. 

3  The  infant  hymn  is  heard  again, 

The  infant  prayer  is  breathed  once  more  ; 
Reclasping  thus  the  broken  chain, 
We  turn  to  all  we  loved  before. 

366^  L.  M,  iBNONTMOUSS, 

A  Child's  Prayer. 

I  Great  God  I  and  wilt  thou  condescend 
To  be  nvy  Father  and  my  Friend  T 
I  but  a  child, — and  Thou  so  high, 
The  Lord  of  earch  and  air  and  sky  I 

^  Art  Thou  my  Father  ?— Let  me  be 
A  meek,  obedient  child  to  Thee  ; 
And  try,  in  word  and  deed  and  thought^- 
To  serve  and  please  Thee  sis  I  ought, 

3  Art  Thou  my  Father  ?— I'll  depend 
Upon  the  care  of  such  a  friend  ; 
And  only  wish  to  do  and  be 
Whatever  seemeth  good  to  Thee. 

4  Art  Thou  my  father  ?— Then,  at  last, 
When  all  my  days  on  earth  are  past, 
Send  down,  and  take  mc,  in  Thy  love^ 
"To  be  Thy  better  child  above. 
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367.  C.  M.  brigg's  coll. 

Kemcmher  ihij  Creator  in  the  days  of  thy  youth, 

1  Ye  joyous  ones  !  upon  whose  brow 

The  light  of  youth  is  shed, 
O'er  whose  glad  path  life's  early  flowers 

Li  glovvini:  beauty  spread  ; 
Forget  not  Him  whose  iove  hath  poured 

Around  that  golden  light, 
And  tinged  those  opening  buds  of  hope 

With  hues  so  softly  bright. 

*2  Thou  tempted  one  !  just  entering 

Upon  enchnnted  ground, 
Ten^thoiisand  snares  are  spread  for  thee, 

Ten  thousand  foes  surround  : 
A  dark  and  a  deceitful  band, 

Upon  thy  path  they  lower  ; 
Trust  not  Thine  own  unaided  strength 

To  save  thee  from  their  power. 

3  Thou  w^hose  yet  bright  and  joyous  eye 

May  soon  be  dimmed  with  tears. 
To  whom  the  hours  of  bitterness 

Must  come  in  coming  years  ; 
Teach  early  thy  confiding  eye 

To  pierce  the  cloudy  screen, 
'J'o  look  above  the  storms  of  life. 

Eternally  serene. 

S58.  C.    M.  COWPER. 

Retirement. 

I   Far  from  the  world,  O  Lord  !  I  flee, 
From  strife  and  tumult  far ; 
From  scenes  where  Satan  wages  rstiil 
His  mo?t  successful  war. 
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2  The  calm  retreat,  the  silent  shade, 

With  prayer  and  praise  agree  ; 
And  seem  by  thy  sweet  bounty  made 
For  those  who  follow  thee. 

3  Author  and  Guardian  of  my  life, 

Sweet  source  of  light  divine, 

And  dearest  of  thy  sacred  names, 

My  Sav  iour,  thou  art  mine  ! 

4  What  thanks  I  owe  thee,  and  what  love  ! 

A  boundless,  endless  store 
Shall  echo  through  the  realms  above, 
When  time  shall  be  no  more, 

369.  S.  M,  WATTS, 

1  Blest  are  the  sons  of  |>eaee, 

Whose  hearts  and  hopes  are  one  < 
Whose  kind  designs  to  serve  and  please 
Through  all  their  actions  ruij, 

2  Blest  is  the  pious  house, 

Where  zeal  and  friendship  meet  ; 
Their  songs  of  praise — -their  mingled  vows. 

Make  their  communion  sweet. 
*3  From  those  celestial  springs 

Such  streams  of  pleasure  flow^ 
As  no  increase  of  riches  brings, 

Nor  honors  can  bestow, 

4  Thus  on  the  heavenly  hills 

The  saints  are  blessed  above ; 
Where  joy,  like  morning  dew,  distils. 
And  all  the  air  is  love. 

370.  Ts.  CH.  PSALMODV 

1  Who,  O  Lord,  when  life  is  o'er, 
Shall  to  heaven's  blest  mansions  soar  : 
Who,  an  ever  welcome  guest, 
\n  thy  holy  plaoc  shall  rest  ^ 
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2  He,  whose  heart  thy  love  has  warmed  ; 
He,  whose  will  to  thine  conformed, 
Bids  his  life  unsullied  run  ; 
He,  whose  words  and  thoughts  are  one  *'— 

ii  He,  who  shuns  the  sinners  road, 
Loving  those  who  love  their  God  ; 
Wiio,  with  hope,  and  faith  unfeigned 
Treads  the  patli  by  thee  ordained  ; — 

4  He,  who  trusts  in  Christ  aJone^ 
Not  in  aught  himself  has  done  : — 
He,  great  God,  shall  be  thy  care, 
And  thy  ciioicest  blessing  share* 


Trust  In  God  in  M  age. 

I   Almighty  Father  of  mankind. 
On  thee  my  hopes  remain; 
And  when  the  day  of  trouble  comes^ 
I  shall  not  trust  in  vain. 

^  In  early  years  thou  wast  my  guide. 
And  of  my  youth  the  friend; 
And  as  my  days  began  with  thee, 
With  thee  my  days  shall  £nd. 

3  Thou  wilt  not  cast  me  off,  when  age 

And  e^il  days  descend; 
Thou  wik  not  leave  me  in  despair^ 
To  mourn  my  latter  end. 

4  Therefore  in  life  I'll  trust  to  thee^ 

In  death  I  will  adore  ; 
And  after  death  will  sing  thy  praise^ 
When  lime  shall  be  no  mojre. 
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372.  TS.  ANOX. 

1  Lord  !  whom  winds  and  seas  obey, 
Guide  us  throutrh  the  watery  way  ; 
In  the  hollow  of  thy  hand, 

Hide  and  bring  us  safe  to  land. 

2  Father,  let  our  faithful  mind 
Rest,  on  Thee  ah)ne  reclined  r 
Every  anxious  thought  repress^ 
Keep  our  souls  in  perfect  peace. 

3  Keep  the  friends  whom  now  we  leave  ; 
Bid  tlietn  to  each  other  cleave  ; 

Bid  them  walk  on  life's  rough  sea, 
Bid  them  come,  by  faith,  to  Thee. 

4  Save,  till  all  these  tempests  end, 
All  who  on  thy  love  depend  ; 
Waft  our  happy  spirits  o'er  ; 
Land  us  on  the  heavenly  shore. 

ST»B.  7s.  IVIRS.  siGcr, 

Prai/cr  Jor  the  Sailor. 

^l    When  the  parting  bosom  bleeds. 
When  their  native  shore  recedes, 
When  the  wild  and  faithless  main 
Takes  them  to  her  trust  again. 
Father!  view  the  sailor's  woe — 
Guide  them  wheresoe'er  they  go. 

2  When  the  lonely  watch'they^kcep, 
Silent  on  the  mighty  de^p. 
While  the  boisterous  surges  hoarse 
Bear  them  daily  on  their  course, 
¥.ye  that  never  slumbers  !   shod 
IIolv  iafluence  on  their  head. 
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3  When  the  Sabbath's  peaceful  ray 
O'er  the  ocean's  breast  doth  play, 
Though  no  thronffs  assemble  there. 
No  sweet  church-bell  w.irns  to  prayer, 
Spirit !  let  thy  presence  be 
Sabbath  to  th'  unresting  sea. 

4  When  the  raging  billows  dark 
'J'huiider  round  the  storm-tossed  bark, 
Thou  who  on  the  whelming  wave 
Didst  the  loved  disciples  save, 

'I'hou  canst  hear  them  when  they  pray, — 
Jesus,  Saviour,  be  their  stay  ! 

t7  I:.  L.     M.  C.   WESLEY. 

The  Sailor's  Hymn. 

Lord  of  the  wide-extended  main  ! 
Whose  power  the  winds  and  seas  controls. 
Whose  hand  doth  earth  and  heaven  sustain, 
Y/hose  Spirit  leads  believing  souls,- 

Throughout  the  deep  Thy  footsteps  shine  ; 
We  own  Thy  way  is  in  the  sea, 
O'erawed  by  majesty  divine, 
And  lost  in  Thine  immensity  ! 

S'^«S.  L.     M.  BRF.VI.\RY. 

Night-  Watches. 

Throughout  the  hrurs  of  darkness  dim, 
Still  let  us  watch  and  raise  the  hymn  ; 
And  in  deep  midnight's  awful  calm, 
Pour  forth  the  soul  in  deepest  psalm. 

Amid  the  silence,  else  so  drear, 
Think  the  Almighty  leans  to  hear; 
Vv'^ell  pleased  to  list,  at  such  a  time, 
Tho  wakeful  heart,  in  praise  sublime. 
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3  Still  watch  and  pray  and  raise  the  hymn. 
Throughout  the  hours  of  darkness  dim  1 
God  will  not  spurn  the  humblest  guest. 
But  give  us  of  his  holy  rest. 

4  Glory  to  God,  who  is  in  heaven ! 
Praise  to  His  blessed  Son  be  given  ! 
Thee,  holy  spirit,  we  implore, 

Be  with  us  now  and  evermore  1 


376,  6s  &  4s.  S.  F.  SMiTH. 

National  Hymn. 

i  My  country  !  't  is  of  thee. 
Sweet  land  of  liberty — 

Of  thee  1  sing  : 
Land,  where  my  fathers  died  ; 
Land  of  the  pilgrim's  pride  ; 
From  every  mountain  side. 
Let  freedom  ring  I 

2  My  native  country  I  thee — 

Land  of  the  noble  free — 
Thy  name  I  love  : 

I  love  thy  rocks  and  rills, 

Thy  woods  and  templed  hills ; 

My  heart  with  rapture  thrills 
*  Like  that  above. 

S  Let  music  swell  the  breeze. 
And  ring  from  all  the  trees 
Sweet  freedom's  song  : 
Let  mortal  tongues  awake, 
Let-  all  that  breathe  partake^ 
Let  rocks  their  silence  break. 
The  sound  prolong. 
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4  Our  fathers'  God  !  to  Thee— 
Author  of  Jiberty  ! 

To  thee  we  sing  : 
Long  may  our  land  be  bright. 
With  freedom's  holy  light — 
Protect  us  by  thy  might, 

Great  God,  our  King ! 

377.  7s.  NEWTON. 

New   Year. 

1  While  with  ceaseless  course  the  sun 

Hasted  through  the  former  year. 
Many  souls  their  race  have  run, 

Never  more  to  meet  us  here  : 
Fixed  in  an  eternal  state, 

They  have  done  with  all  below ; 
We  a  little  longer  wait ; 

But  how  little — none  can  know. 

2  Spared  to  see  another  year, 

Let  thy  blessing  meet  us  here  ; 
Come,  thy  dying  work  revive, 

Bid  thy  drooping  garden  thrive  ; 
Sun  of  righteousness,  arise  ! 

Warm  our  hearts,  and  bless  our  eyes  : 
Let  our  prayer  thy  pity  move  ; 

Make  this  year  a  time  of  love. 

3  Thanks  for  mercies  past  receive. 

Pardon  of  our  sins  renew  ; 
Teach  us,  henceforth,  how  to  live 

With  eternity  in  view  ; 
Bless  thy  word  to  old  and  young, 

Fill  us  with  a  Saviour's  love  : 
When  our  life's  short  race  is  run,. 

Mav  we  dwell  with  thefc  above. 
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378.  C    M.  HEGlNBOTHAil  . 

Praise  for  Providential  Goodness. 

1  God  of  our  lives,  thy  various  praise 

Our  voices  shall  resound  : 
Thy  hand  directs  our  fleeting  days, 
And  brings  the  seasons  round. 

2  To  thee  shall  grateful  songs'" arise, 

Our  Father  and  our  Friend  ; 
Whose  constant  mercies  from  the  skies, 
Li  genial  streams  descend. 

3  In  every  scene  of  life,  thy  care, 

In  every  age,  we  see  : 
And,  constant  as  thylfavors  are. 
So  let  our  praises  be. 

4  Still  may  thy  love,  in  every  scene, 

To  every  ags,  appear  ; 
And  let  the  same  compassion  deign 
To  bless  the  opening  year. 

5  If  mercy  smile,  let  mercy  bring: 

Our  wandering  souls  to  God  : 
In  our  afiiiction  we  shall  sing, 
If  thou  wilt  bless  the  rod. 

372>.  ^S.  HAWES. 

Spring. 

1  The  winter  is  over  and  gone, 

'I'he  thrush  whistles  sweet  on  the  spray, 
The  turtle  breathes  forth  her  i^oft  moan, 
The  lark  mounts  and  warbles  away. 

2  Shall  every  creature  around 

Their  voices  in  concert  unite, 
And  I,  the  most  favored,  be  fonml, 
in  jjr.usiiiij-,  to  take  le.ss  delight   '  . 
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3  Awake,  then,  my  linrp,  and  my  lute  ! 

Sweet  organs,  your  notes  softly  swell ! 
No  lonfjer  iny  lips  shall  be  mute, 
The  Saviour's  high  praises  to  tell  ! 

4  His  love  in  my  heart  shed  abroad, 

My  graces  shall  bloom  as  the  spring; 
'J'his  temple,  his  Spirit's  abode, 
My  joy,  as  my  duty,  to  sing. 

3SI>.  L.    M.  DODDRIDGE. 

Seasons. 

1   The  flowery  spring,  at  God's  command. 
Perfumes  the  air,  and  paints  the  land  : 
The  susniner  rays  with  vigor  shine, 
To  raise  the  corn,  and  cheer  the  vine. 

'Z   His  hand  in  autumn  richly  pours, 

'J'hrough  all  her  coasts,  redundant  stores  j 
And  winters,  softened  by  his  care, 
Nvj  ujore  the  face  of  horror  wear. 

*}  The  chnnging  seasons,  months  and  days 
Demand  successive  sono-s  of  praise  ; 
And  be  the  cheerful  homage  pnid, 
With  morning  light  and  evenmg  shade. 

4   And  oh,  may  each  harmonious  tongue 
In  words  unknown  the  praise  prolong, 
And  in  those  brighter  courts  adore. 
Where  days  and  years  revolve  no  more. 

SSI.  8s  &/   7s,  DODD, 

Ai/.ttimn. 
I    Sec    the  leaves  around  us  failing. 
Dry  and  withered  to  the  ground  ; 
Thus  to  thoucrhtiess  mortals  calling. 
In  a  y^ad  and  solemn  st)und  !  — 
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'2  'Youth,  on  length  of  days  presuming. 
Who  the  paths  of  pleasure  tread, 
V^iew  us,  late  in  beautj^  blooming. 
Numbered  now  among  the  dead, 

ii  'What  though  yet  no  losses  grieve  you, — 
Gay  with  health  and  many  a  grace  ; 
Let  not  cloudless  skies  deceive  you  ; 
Summer  gives  to  autumn  place. 

4  On  the  tree  of  life  eternal 

Let  our  highest  liopes  be  stayed  ! 
This  alone,  forever  vernal. 

Bears  a  leaf  that  shall  not  fade. 

2>S2.  C.    M.  MRS.  BROWN. 

Solitude, 

1   I  LOVE  to  steal  awhile  away 
From  every  cumbering  care, 
And  spend  the  hours  of  setting  day, 
In  humble,  grateful  prayer. 

^2  I  love  in  solitude  to  shed 
The  penitential  tear. 
And  all  his  promises  to  plead 
Where  none  but  God  can  hear. 

*3  I  love  to  think  on  mercies  past, 
And  future  good  implore  ; 
And  all  my  cares  and  sorrows  cast, 
On  him  whom  I  adore. 

4  I  love  by  faith  to  take  a  view 
Of  brighter  scenes  in  heaven  ; 
The  prospect  doth  my  strength  renew 
While  her<?  by  tempests  driven. 
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b  Thus,  when  life's  toilsome  day  is  o'er, 
May  its  departing  ray 
Be  calm  as  this  impressive  hour. 
And  lead  to  endless  day. 

U83.  7s  S.   S.  CUTTING. 

lUustraiions  of  Scripture  promises. 

[Comp.  John  4:   14.  7  :  38.] 

1  Green  the  hill-side,  ever  fair, 
Where  perennial  waters  are  ; 
Drought  may  parch  the  fields  around, 
Purling  brooks  may  cease  their  sound. 
But  that  hill-side  verdant  still 

Tells  that  springs  its  bosom  fill. 

2  Ever  joyous  thus  the  heart, 
Where  celestial  waters  start : 
'He  that  comes  in  thirst  to  me, 
Drinks  of  living  streams  and  free; 
Springing  in  his  soul  a  well 

Into  heavenly  life  shall  swell.' 

3  Flowing  from  that  favored  hill 
Courseth  on  th'  unfailing  rill  ; 
Other  brooks  may  cease  their  sound^ 
Fruitless  be  the  fields  around, 

But  along  that  watered  vale 
Bloom  and  beauty  cannot  fail. 

4  Ever  from  the  christian  heart 
Thus  shall  living  waters  start: 
'He  that  me  believes  and  loves, 
Forth  from  him,  where'er  he  roveS; 
Living  streams  shall  richly  flow, 
Gladdening  wastes  of  human  woe/ 
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;i84.  C.   M.  STEELE. 

The  Bible  suited  to  the  wants  of  mankind. 

1  Fatjif.r  of  mercies,  in  thy  word 

What  endless  g!ory  shines  ! 
Forever  be  thy  name  adored 
For  these  celestial  lines  ! 

2  Here  may  the  wretched  sons  of  want 

Exhaustiess  riches  find  ; 
Riches,  above  what  eart.h  can  grant, 
And  lasting  as  the  mind. 

3  Here  sprinns  of  cousohition  rise 

To  cheer  the  fainting  mind  ; 

And  thirsty  souls  receive  supplies, 

And  sweet  relreshment  find. 

4  Here  the  Redeemer's  welcome  voice 

Spreads  heavenly  peace  around; 
And  life,  and  everlasting  joys 
Attend  the  blissful  sound  ! 

5  Oh  may  these  heavenly  pages  be 

My  ever  dear  delight ; 
And  still  new  beauties  may  I  see, 
And  still  increasing  light. 

6  Divine  instructor,  gracious  Lord, 

Be  thou  forever  near  ; 
Teach  me  to  love  thy  sacred  word, 
And  view  my  Saviour  there  ! 

3S5.  C.    P.    M.  CH.  PSALMODY. 

1   How  precious,  Lord,  thy  sacred  word  ! 
What  light  and  joy  those  leaves  afford 

To  souls  in  deep  distress  ! 
Thy  precepts  guide  our  doubtful  wny, 
Thy  fear  forbids  our  feet  to  stray, 

Thy  promise  leads  to  rest. 
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'^  'Vhy  threateniiigs  wake  oursiiiiiibering  eyes. 
And  warn  us  where  our  danger  lies  : 

But  't  is  thv  gospel,  Lord, 
Th  it  mak:\s  the  ixuilty  conscience  clean, 
Converts  iliesoul,  and  conquers  sin, 

And  gives  a  free  reward. 

3?^^.  C.  M.  WINCH kll's  sup- 

1  Plow  precious  is  the  book  divine, 

Bv  ifispiration  given  1 
Briirhi  as  a  lamp,  its  doctrines  shine, 
To  guide  our  souls  to  heaven. 

2  It  sweetly  cheers  our  drooping  hearts. 

In  thig  dark  vale  of  tears; 
Life,  light,  and  joy  it  still  imparts, 
And  quells  our  rising  fears. 

3  This  lamp,  through  all  the  tedious  night 

Of  life,  shall  guide  our  way  ; 
Till  we  behold  the  clearer  light 
Of  an  eternal  dny. 

387.  L.   M.  KELLY. 

Delight  in  the  Scriptures. 

1  I  i.ovE  the  sacred  book  of  God ; 
No  other  can  its  place  supply ; 

It  points  me  to  the  saint's  abode, 
And  lifts  n)y  joyful  thoughts  on  high. 

2  Blest  book  !   in  thee  mine  eyes  discern 
The  image  of  my  absent  Lord  ; 
From  thine  instructive  page  I  learn 
The  joys  his  presence  will  afford. 

3  But  while  I'm  here,  thou  shalt  supply 
His  place,  and  tell  me  of  his  love, 
I'll  read  with  faith's  discerning  eye, 
And  thu?  partake  of  joys  above. 
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«iS8.  C.   M.  ADDISON. 

1  WiiKN  all  thy  mercies,  O  my  God, 

yiy  rising  soul  surveys, 
Transported  with  the  view,  I'm  lost 
In  wonder,  love,  and  praise. 

2  Unnumbered  comforts  to  my  soul 

Thy  tender  care  l)estowed. 
Before  my  infant  heart  conceived 
From  whom  those  couj forts  llowed. 

3  When  in  the  slippery  pathn  of  youth 

With  heedless  steps  I  ran, 
Thine  arm,  unseen,  conveyed  me  safe, 
And  led  me  up  to  inan.j 

4  Ten  thousand  thousand  precious  gifts 

My  daily  thanks  employ  ; 
Nor  is  the  least  a  cheerful  heart, 
That  tastes  those  gifts  with  joy. 

5  Throu;rh  every  period  of  my  life, 

Thy  goodness  I'll  pursue  : 
And  after  death,  in  distant  worlds, 
The  glorious  theme  renew. 

G  Through  all  eternity,  to  thee 
A  joyful  song  I'll  raise  : 
Bui  oh  !  eternity's  too  short 
To  utter  ail  thy  praise  ! 

389.  S.    M.  MONTGOMERY. 

•  The  kingdom  of  God  is  as  if  a  man  should  cast 
seed  into  the  ground.' 

1   Sow  in  the  morn  thy  seed, 
At  eve  hold  not  thy  hand  ; 
To  doubt  and  fear  give  thou  no  heed. 
Broad-cast  it  o>r  the  land. 
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2  And  duly  shall  appear, 

In  verdure,  beauty,  strength, 
The  tender  blade,  the  stalk,  the  ear, 
And  the  full  corn  at  length. 

3  Thou  canst  not  toil  in  vain  ; 

Cold,  heat,  and  moist  and  dry, 
Shall  foster  and  mature  the  grain, 
For  garners  in  the  sky. 

4  Thence,  when  the  glorious  end^ 

'i'he  day  of  God  is  come, 
The  angel-reapers  shall  descend. 
And  heaven  crv — '  harvest  ho?iie  !' 


1   Child  of  man,  whose  seed  below, 
Must  fulfil  their  race  of  woe  ; 
Heir  of  want,  and  doubt,  and  pain, 
Does  thy  faintmg  heart  complain  ? 
Oh  !   in  thouirht,  one  night  recall, 
'J'he  niglit  of  grief  i)i  Herod's  hall; 
There  I  bore  the  vengeance  due, 
Freelv  bore  it  all  for  von. 


2  Child  of  du?t,  corruption's  son, 

By  pride  deceived,  by  })ride  undone, 
Willing  captive,  yet  be  free. 
Take  my  yoke,  and  learn  of  me. 
I,  of  heaven  and  earth,  the  Lord, 
(u\d  with  God.  the  eternal  word, 
J  forsook  my  Father's  side, 
Toiled  and  svept,  and  bled,  and  died. 
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a  Child  of  doubt,  doe?  fear  surprise, 
Vexing  thoughts  within  thee  rise  ; 
Wondering,  murmuring,  dost  thou  gaze 
On  evi!  men  and  evil  d:ivs  ? 
Oh  !   if  darkness  round  thee  lower, 
Darker  far  my  dyini;  hour, 
Which  bade  that  fearful  cry  awake 
My  God,  my  God,  dost  thou  forsake? 

4  Child  of  sin,  by  guilt  oppressed, 
Heaves  at  last  thy  throbbing  breast  ? 
Hast  thou  felt  the  mourner's  part, 
Fear'st  thou  now  thy  f;iiling  heart? 
Bear  thee  on,  beloved  of  God, 
Tread  the  path  thy  Saviour  trod  ; 
He  the  tempter's  power  hath  known, 
He  hath  poured  the  garden  groan, 

5  Child  of  heaven,  by  me  restored. 
Love  thy  Saviour,  serve  thy  Lorsl  ; 
Sealed  with  that  mysterious  name, 
Bear  thy  cross,  and  scorn  the  sliame, 
Then,  like  me,  thy  conflict  o'er, 
Thou  shalt  rise  to  sleep  no  more  ; 
Partner  of  my  purciiased  throne, 
():ie  in  joy,  in  glory  one. 

91.  L.   M.  EPIS  COLL. 

1   As  panting  in  tlie  sultry  beam 

The  hart  desires  the  cooling  stream. 
So  to  Thy  presence,  Lord,  1  flee, 

So  lonus  my  soul,  O  God,  for  Thee  ; 
Athirst  to  taste  Thy  living  grice. 
And  see  Thy  glory  face  to  face. 
2  Ah!  why,  by  pissinij  clouds  oppressed, 
Should  vexing  thoughts  distract  thy  breast? 
TurM,  turn  to  Hin,  in  every  piin. 

Whom  never  suppliant  sought  in  vain  ; 
Thy  strength,  in  jov's  ecstatic  day, 
Thy  hope,  when  joy  has  passed  aw:iy. 
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S93.  8s,  7s  &  6s.  Angkl  Voices. 

1  Think  gently  of  the  erring  ! 

Ye  know  not  of  the  power 
With  which  the  dark  temptation  came 

In  some  unguarded  hour. 
Ye  rnny  not  know  how  earnestly 

They  struggled  or  how  well, 
Until  the  hour  of  sadness  came 

And  sadly  thus  they  fell. 

2  Think  gently  of  the  erring  ! 

O,  do  not  thou  forgot. 
However  darkly  stained  by  ^\u, 

He  is  thy  brother  yet. 
Heir  of  the  selfsame  herit-ioe-! 

Child  of  the  selfsame  G^d  1 
He  hath  bat  stumbled  in  the  p  aii, 

Thou  hast  in  weakness  trud. 


3  Speak  gently  to  the  erring  ! 

For  is  it  not  enough 
That  innocence  and  peace  are  crone 

AVithout  thy  censure  rough  ? 
It  sure  must  be  a  weary  lot 

That  sin — crushed  heart  to  bear 
And  they  who  share  a  happier  fate 

Their  chidings  well  may  spare. 


4  Speak  kindly  to  the  erring  ! 

Thou  yet  luay'st  lead  them  I)ack, 
Wit'.i  hoiy  words  and  tones  of  love, 

From  misery's  thorny  track. 
Forget  net  thou  hast  often  sinned, 

And  sinful  yet  may  be. 
Deal  irently  with  the  <M-rinLf  ^'ne 

A^  G>  (I  halli  deal!  wr.h  ilict". 
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39S.  L.  M.  DODDRIDGE 

Grief  over  human  woes. 

1  Arise,  my  tender  thoughts  arise  ; 
Let  torrents  drown  my  ueepint;  eyes  ; 
And  thou,  my  heart,  with  anguish  feel 
Those  evils  which  thou[canst^iiot  heal. 

2  See  human'beings  sunk  in  shame  ; 
See  scandals  poured  on  Jesus'  name|; 
See  God  insulted  through  his  Son, 
The  world  abused — the  soul  undone. 

3  My  heart  with  reverence  hears  thy  word, 
And  trembles  at  tliy  tlireatenings,  Lord  ; 
I  know  the  w-retched,  dreadful  end, 

To  which  their  careless  steps  descend  : 

4  But  feeble  my  compassion  proves, 

It  can  but  weep,  when  most  it  loves  ; 
Great  God  !  thy  savincr  grace  employ, 
And  turn  these  drops  of  grief  to  joy. 

391.  C.   AL  DODDRIDGE. 

Salvation. 

1  Salvation  !  oh.  melodious  sound, 

To  wretched,  dying  men  ! 
Salvation  that  from  God  proceeds, 
And  leads  to  God  again. 

2  But  may  a  poor  bewildered  soul. 

Sinful  and  weak  as  mine, 
Presume  to  r;>ise  a  trembling  eye, 
To  blessings  so  divine  ? 

3  'I'he'lustre  of  s()  brirrht'.-i  bliss 

My  f('el)!e  heart  o'erbears  ; 
A\\i\  unbelief  almost  perverts 
'i'.hr  jjromjt-t'  into  tears. 
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4  My  Saviour  God,  no  voice  but  thine 
These  dying  hopes  can  raise  ; 
Speak  =thy  salvation  to  my  soul 
And  turn  my  prayer  to  praise. 

3i^«S.  C.    M.  KEEDHAM. 

Ashamed  of  Christ. 

1  Ashamed  of  Christ  !  my  soul  disdain 
The  mean,  ungenerous  thought  : 
Shall  I  disown,  that  Friend,  whose  blood 
Toman  salvation  brought  ? 

U  'J'o  bear  his  name — his  cross  to  bear— 
The  highest  honor  ihis  I 
Who  nobly  sutfers  now  for  him 
Shall  reign  with  him  in  bliss. 

3  But  should  we,  in  the  evil  day, 
From  our  profession  fly, 
Jesus,  the  Judge,  before  the  world, 
The  traitor  will  deny. 

398.  [L.  M.  omitting  the  short  line]  s.  f.  smith 
Gethsemaue. 

1  Bevond  where  Kedron's  waters  flow, 
Behold  the  suffering  Savicur  go, 

To  sad  Gethsemaue  ; 
His  countenance  is  all  divine, 
Yet  grief  appears  in  every  line. 

2  He  bows  beneath  the  sins  of  men — 
He  cries  to  God,  and  cries  again, 

\n  sad  Getljsernane  ; 
He  lifts  his  ntournfid  eyes  above — 
*My  F.itiier,  can   iliii*  cup  re:iuiv<»  " 
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3  With  gentle  resignation  still, 
He  yielded  to  his  Father's  will, 

In  sad  Gethsemane  ; 
'Behold  me  here,  thine  only  Son, 
And,  Father,  let  thy  will  be  done.' 

4  The  Father  heard — and  angels,  thfrre. 
Sustained  the  Son  of  God  in  prayer. 

In  sad  Gethsemane  ; 
lie  drank  the  dreadful  cup  of  pain — 
Then  rose  to  life  and  joy  again. 

SOT.  7s&6s.  HE 

Blarriagc  Hymn. 

1  When  on  her  Maker's  bosom 

The  new-born  earth  was  laid, 
And  nature's  opening  blossom 

Its  fairest  bloom  displayed  ; 
When  all  with  fruit  and  flowers 

The  laughing  soil  was  drest, 
And  Eden's  fragrant  bowers 

Received  their  human  guest : 

2  No  sin  his  face  defiling 

The  heir  of  nature  stood. 
And  God,  benignly  smiling, 

Beheld  thut  all  was  good  I— 
Yet  in  that  hour  of  blessing, 

A  single  want  was  known  ; 
A  want  the  heart  distressing  ; 

For  Adam  was  alone  ! 

3  O  God  of  pure  affection  ! 

Bv  men  and  saints  adored, 
V/lio  gavest  thy  protection 

'J'o  Cana's  nuptial  board  ; 
May  such  thy  bounties  ever 

To  wedded  love  be  shown, 
And  no  riule  haiul  dissever 

\Viu)!ii  ihou  li;:."<t  liulced  in  one  ! 
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39$.  8s  &o  7s.  COLLYEK. 

Faith  1  need. 

1   Faith  I  need  ;  O  Lord,  bestow  it, 
Give  my  laboring  mind  relief-- 
Oft,  alas  !   I  doubt — I  know  it  — 
Help,  oh  help  my  unbelief  ! 

•2  Dearest  Saviour,  by  thy  merit, 
May  I  gain  a  future  crown — 
Guide,  oh  guide  me  by  thy  spirit, 
Till  these  storms  are  overblown. 

S99.  C.     M.  HEKBERT. 

The  imperishable  blessedness  of  the  gospel. 

1  Sweet  Day  !   so  cool,  so  calm,  so  bright, 

Bridal  of  earth  and  sky  ; 
The  dew  shall  weep  thy  fall  to-night. 
For  thou,  alas,  must  die. 

2  Sweet  Rose  !  in  air  whose  odors  wave. 

And  color  charnis  the  eye  ; 
Thy  root  is  even  in  its  grave, 
And  tlii)U,  alas,  must  die. 

3  Sweet  Spring!   of  days  and  msesmade,; 

Whose  charms  for  beauty  vie  ; 
Thy  days  depart,  thy  roses  fade, 
Thou  too,  alas,  must  die. 

4  Only  a  sweet  and  holy  .soul 

Hath  tints  that  never  fly  ; 
While  flowers  decay,  and  seasons  roll. 
This  livt-s.  and  cannot  die. 
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400.  L.   M.  MONTGOMF.UY. 

The  man  of  grirf. 

I   A  POOR  wayfaring-  man  cf  grief 
Hath  often  crossed  me  on  my  way, 
Who  sued  so  humbly  for  relief, 
That  I  could  never  answer,  nay. 
I  had  not  power  to  ask  his  name, 
Wither  he  went,  or  whence  he  came, 
Yet  there  was  something  in  his  eye 
That  won  my  love,  I  knew  not  why. 

^  Once  when  my  scanty  meal  was  sj)read, 
He  entered  ;    not  a  word  he  spake  ; 
Just  perishiiinr  tor  want  of  bread, 
I  gave  him  all  ;   he  blessed  it,  brake, 
And  ate,  but  gave  me  part  again  ; 
Mine  was  an  augel's  portion  then  ; 
And  while  I  fed  with  eager  haste, 
The  crust  was  manna  to  my  taste. 

3  I  spied  him  where  a  fountain  burst 

Clear  from  the  rock  ;  his  strength  was  gone; 
The  heedless  water  mocked  his  thirst; 
He  heard  it,  saw  it  hurrying  on  : — 
]  ran,  and  raised  the  sufferer  up  ; 
Thrice  from  the  stream  he  drained  my  cup. 
Dipped,  and  returned  it  running  o'er  ; 
I  drank,  and  never  thirsted  njore. 

401.  7s&.6s. 
Invitation  to  prayer. 

1   Go  when  the  morning  shiueth. 

Go  when  the  moon  is  bright. 
Go  when  the  eve  declineth, 

Go  in  the  hush  of  night ; 
Go  with  pure  mind  and  feeling, 

Cast  earthly  thought  away: 
And,  in  thy  chamber  kneeling, 

Do  thou  in  secret  pray. 
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2  Remember  all  who  love  thee,1 

All  who  are  loved  by  thee, 
Pray  too  for  those  who  hate  thee. 

If  any  such  there  be  ; 
Then,  fi>r  thyself,  in  meekness, 

A  blessing  humbly  claim. 
And  link  with  each  petition, 

The  dear  Redeemer's  name. 

8  Oh,  not  a  joy  or  blessing 

With  this  can  we  compjire, 
The  power  that  he  hath  given  us 

To  pour  our  souls  in  prayer  : 
Whene'er  thou  pin'st  in  sadness, 

Before  his  footstool  fall  ; 
Remember  in  thy  gladness, 

His  grace  who  gave  thee  all. 

40.^.  ^S  &  7s.  TAYLOR. 

Praise. 

1  Saints,  with  pious  zeal  attending, 

Now  a  graceful  tribute  raise  ; 
Solemn  songs  to  heaven  ascending, 
Join  the  universal  praise. 

2  Round  Jehovah's  footstool  kneeling, 

Lowly  bend  with  contrite  souls  ; 
Here  his  milder  grace  revealing, 
Here  his  wrath  no  thunder  rolls. 

3  Every  secret  fault  confessing, 

Deed  unrighteous,  thought  of  sin, 

Seize,  oh  seize  the  proffered  blessing, 

Grace  from  God  and  peace  within. 

4  Heart  and  voice  with  rapture  swelling, 

Still  the  song  of  glory  raise  ; 
On  the  theme  immortal  dwelling, 
Join  the  universal  praise. 
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4^*5.  H.  M,   LINSLEY&/  DAVIs's  COLL 

God  hearing  prayer. 

1  O  Thou  that  hearest  prayer  ! 

Attend  our  humble  cry  ; 
And  let  tliy  servants  share 

'I'hy  blessing  from  on  high  ; 
We  plead  the  promise  of  thy  word, 
Grant  us  thine  Holy  Spirit,  Lord  ! 

2  If  earthly  parents  hear 

'IMieir  cliildren  when  they  cry  ; 
If  they,  with  Jove  sincere, 

Their  children's  wants  supply  ; 
Much  more  wilt  thou  thy  love  display, 
And  answer  when  thy  children  pray. 

3  Our  heavenly  Father  thou — 

We — children  of  thy  grace — 
Oh  let  thy  Spirit  now 

Descend  and  till  the  place  ; 
So  shall  we  feel  the  heavenly  flame, 
And  all  unite  to  praise  thy  name. 

404.  78.  MRS     IIEMANS, 

All  must  pray. 

1  Child,  amidst  the  flowers  at  play, 
While  the  red  light  fades  away  ; 
Mother,  with  thine  earnest  eye, 
Ever  following  silently; 

2  Father,  by  the  breeze  of  eve 
Called  thy  daily  toil  to  leave  ; 
Pray  !  ere  yet  the  dnrk  hours  be, 
Lift  the  heart,  and  bend  the  knee  ! 

3  Traveler  in  the  stranger's  land, 

Far  from  thine  own  householdjband  ; 
Mourner,  haunted  by  the  tone 
Of  a  voice  from  thi?  world  gone  ; 
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:  Captive,  in  whose  narrow  cell 
Sunshine  hath  not  leave  to  dwell ; 
Sailor,  on  the  darkening  sea, 
Lift  the  heart,  and  bend  the  knee  ! 

'  Ye  that  triumph,  ye  that  sigh, 
Kindred  by  one  holy  tie. 
Heaven's  first  star  alike  ye  see ; 
Lift  the  heart,  and  bend  the  knee  ! 


400.  C.  M.  EPIS.  COLL. 

To    Youth. 

1  Oh,  in  the  morn  of  life,  when  youth 

With  vital  ardor  glows. 
And  shines  in  all  the  fairest  charms 
That  beauty  can  disclose,-— 

2  Deep  in  thy  soul,  before  its  powers 

Are  yet  by  vice  enslaved. 
Be  thy  Creator's  glorious  name, 
And  image,  deep  engraved  : 

3  True  wisdom  early  sought  and  gained, 

In  age  will  give  thee  rest ; 
Oh  then,  improve  the  morn  of  life, 
To  make  its  evening  blest. 

406.  7s  &    6s.  S.  F.  SMITH. 

1  Remember  thy  Creator, 

While  youth's  fair  spring  is  bright  j 
Before  thy  cares  are  greater, 

Before  comes  age's  night; 
While  yet  the  sun  shines  o'er  thee, 

While  stars  the  darkness  cheer; 
W^hile  life  is  all  before  thee, 

Thv  great  Crentor  fear. 
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2  Remember  thy  Creator, 

Before  the  dust  returns 
To  earth — for  't  is  its  nature — 

And  life's  last  ember  burns  : 
Before,  with  God  wlio  gave  it, 

The  spirit  shall  appear  ; 
He  cries,  who  died  to  save  it, 

Thy  great  Creator  fear. 

447.  CM.  WATTS 

Ckristicm  (Oiirage. 

1  Am  I  n  soldier  of  the  cross, 

A  follower  of  the  Lamb  ? 
And  shall  I  fear  to  own  his  cau^e, 
Or  blush  to  speak  his  name  ? 

2  Must  I  be  carried  to  the  skies, 

On  flowery  beds  of  ease, 
While  others  fought  to  win  the  prize, 
And  sailed  through  bloody  seas  ? 

3  Sure  I  must  fight,  if  I  would  reign  ; 

Increase  my  courage,  Lord  ! 
I'll  bear  the  toil,  endure  the  pain. 
Supported  by  thy  word. 

44§.  C.    M.  COLLYElt. 

Consolation.      Luke  24  :  53,  51. 

1  It  is  the  voice  of  love  divine 

That  strikes  the  listening  ear, 
That  soothes  his  mourning  follower's  grief. 
And  wipes  the  falling  tear. 

2  'Because  I  leave  this  world' — he  cries, 

*Your  weeping  eyes  o'erflow  ; 
But  though  I  seek  my  native  skies. 
Mv  heart  remains  below." 
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3  My  spirit  shall  descend,  and  rest 

Upon  each  faithful  head. 
Till  I,  your  Lord,  return  to  call 
My  servants  from  the  dead. 

4  He  said — and  lifting  up  his  hands. 

Pronounced  his  parting  prayer  ; 

When  lo,  a  britrht  descendincr  cloud 

Conveyed  him  through  the  air. 

4©i>.  CM.    LINSLEY  &- DAVIS'S  COLL. 

Can  ive  forget. 

1  Jesus  !   tliy  love  shall  we  forget  ; 

And  never  bring  to  mind 
The  grace  that  paid  our  hopeless  debt. 
And  bade  us  pardon  find  ? 

2  Shall  we  thy  life  of  grief  forget, 

Thy  fasting  and  thy  prayer  ; 
Thy  locks  with  mountain  vapors  wet. 
To  save  us  from  despair  ? 

3  Gethseniane,  can  we  forget 

Thy  struggling  agony — 
When  night  lay  dark  on  Olivet, 
And  none  to  watch  with  thee  ? 

4  Can  we  the  plaited  crown  forget. 

The  buffeting  and  shame  ; 
When  hell  thy  sinking  soul  beset, 
And  earth  reviled  thy  name  ; 

5  The  nails,  the  spear,  can  we  forget ; 

The  aiionizing  cry — 
•  My  God  !  my  Father  !  wilt  thou  let 
Thy  son  forsaken  die  V 

6  Life's  briiihtest  joys  we  may  forget — 

Our  kindred  cease  to  love  ; 
But  He,  who  paid  our  hopeless  debt, 
Our  constancy  shall  prove. 
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411 0.  C.    M.  MRS.   SIGOURNEY. 

The,  certain  harvest. 

1  All  hail !  ye  servants  of  the  Lord, 

On  mercy's  mission  bonnd. 

Who,  like  the  sower  of  the  word, 

Strew  precious  gifts  around. 

2  What  though  your  seed  'mid  tliorns  be  sown, 

Where  tares  and  brambles  thrive  ? 
Still  One  is  able,  One  alone, 
To  save  its  germ  alive. 

3  Ye  fear  what  falls  on  stony  earth 

Will  njock  your  prayerful  toil ; 
But  sometimes  plants  of  holiest  birth 
Bear  fruit  in  sterile  soil. 

4  The  seed  that  by  the  way-side  fell 

Perchance  you  counted  dead; 
Yet  birds  that  sing  in  heaven  may  tell 
They  on  its  sweetness  fed. 

5  And  some  an  hundred  fold  shall  bear 

Unto  the  harvest's  L«ird  : 
How  blessed,  then,  will  be  your  care  ! 
How  glorious  your  reward  ! 

4iS.  L.   M.  MRS.  SIGOURNEY. 

'  Only  this  once:     Ex.  10:   17. 

1   'Only  this  once.' — The  wine-cup  glow'd, 
All  sparkling  with  its  ruby  ray  ; 
The  gleeful  shout  and  welcome  flow'd, 
And  folly  made  the  revel  gay. 

^  Then  he,  so  long,  so  deeply  warned. 
The  sway  of  conscience  rashly  spurned, 
His  promise  of  repentance  scorned. 
And,  coward-! ike,  to  vice  returned. 
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3  '  Only  this  once.'— The  tale  is  told. 
He  wildly  quafted  the  poisonous  tide — 
With  more  than  Esau's  madness  sold 
The  birthright  of  his  soul — and  died« 

4  I  do  not  say  that  breath  forsook 
The  clay,  and  left  its  pulses  dead ; 
But  reason  in  her  empire'  shook, 
And  all  the  life  of  life  was  fled. 

5  *  Only  this  once.' — Beware,  beware  ! 
Gaze  not  upon  the  blushing-  wine  ! 
Oh,  fly  temptation's  syren  snare, 

And  prayerful  seek  for  strength  divine. 

412.  C.  M. 

'  1  will  be  glad  in  the  Lord' 

1  When  morning's  first  and  hallowed  ray 

Breaks  with  its  trembling  light. 
To  chase  the  pearly  dews  away, 
Bright  tear-drops  of  the  night,— 

2  My  heart,  0  Lord,  forgets  to  rove, 

But  rises  gladly  free, 
On  winsfs  of  everlastincr  love 
And  finds  its  home  in  Thee. 

3  When  evening's  silent  shades  descend, 

And  nature  sinks  to  rest, 
Still  to  my  Father,  and  my  Friend, 
My  wishes  are  addressed. 

4  And  e'en  when  midnight's  solemn  gloom> 

Above,  around,  is  spread, 
Sweet  dreams  of  everlasting  bloom 
Are  hovering  o'er  my  head. 

5  I  dream  of  that  fair'land,  0  Lord, 

Where  all  thy  saints  shall  be  ; 
I  wake  to  lean  upon  thy  word, 
And  still  delisfht  in  TimE. 
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413.  lis.  CUNNINGHAM 

The  ministry  of  angels. 

I  How  clieeriuf^  the  tliouylit  that  the  spirits  iii  bliss, 
Should  bow  their  briglit  wings  to  a  world  t^uch  as  tins! 
Aod  leave  the  sweet  .sougs  of  the  rransious  above 
To  breathe  o'er  our  bosom  their  errands  of  love  1 

3  They  come — on  the  wings  of  tlie  morning  tlipy  come, 
'J'o  convoy  tlie  stranger  iu  peace  to  his  home  ; 
The  pilgrim  to  waft  from  this  stormy  abode, 
Aud  lay  him  to  rest  iu  the  arms  of  his  Gud. 

414.  L.  M.    6. 

The  gospel  adapted  to  give  peace  and  rest. 

1  Peace,  troubled  soul,  Avhose  plaintive  moan, 

Hath  taught  these  rocks  the  notes  of  wo  ; 
Cease  thy  complaint — suppress  thy  groan. 

And  let  thy  tears  forget  to  flow ; 
Behold  the  precious  balm  is  found, 
To  lull  tliy  pain,  to  heal  thy  wound. 

2  Come,  freely  come,  by  sin  oppressed, 

Unburthen  here  thy  weighty  load  ; 
Here  find  thy  refuge  and  thy  rest, 

And  trust  the  mercy  of  thy  God  : 
He  is  thy  Saviour — glorious  word  ! 
Forever  love  and  praise  the  Lord. 

415.  C.  M.    mother's  HYMN  BOOK. 

Jlynm  fur  maternal  meetings. 

1  Within  these  quiet, walls,  O  Lord, 

A  fond  maternal  band 
Have  met,  thy  goodness  to  record, 
And  seek  thyjguiding  hand. 

2  Oft  when  we  talk,  our  burning  hearts 

Break  from  the  earth  away  ; 
While  faith  its  holy  strength  imparts, 
And  hope  i(i<  heaveidy  ray. 
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3  If  e'er  a  mother's  prayerful  strain 

Hath  gained  a  listening*  ear. 
Oh  !  Saviour,  now  in  mercy  deign 
Our  ardent  cry  to  hear. 

4  'T  k  ((^r  our  children,  Lord,  we  plead, 

Desir  objects  of  our  care  : 
Dangers  on  every  side  are  spread  ; — 
Save  them  from  every  snare. 

o  0  thou  blest  guardian  !  walk  beside 
Life's  river  as  it  rolls  ; 
Light  the  dark  stream  o'er  which  they  glide, 
And  cleanse  and  save  their  souls. 

4:16.  7s.  ST.  GRLGOKY. 

A  Blessing  Implored. 

1  Source  of  light  and  life  divine  ! 
Thou  didst  cause  the  light  to  shine ; 
Thou  didst  bring  thy  sunbeams  forth 
O'er  thy  new  created  earth. 

2  May  we  ne'er,  by  guilt  depressed. 
Lose  the  way  to  endless  rest ; 
IMay^no  thoughts,  corrupt  and  vain. 
Draw  our  souls  to  earth  again. 

3  Rather  lift  them  to  the  skies, 
Where  our  much-loved  treasure  lies. 
Help  us  in  our  daily  strife, 
Make  us  strugcfle  into  life. 


OS' 


4: 1 7.  C.  M.  mother's  hymn  book. 

The  same. 

1  Great  God,  we  would  to  thee  make  known, 
Each  fond  maternal  care  ; 
For  this  we  come  before  thy  throne, 
And  bring  our  children  near. 
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2  We  ask  not  riches,  honor,  fame, 

Or  aught  the  world  can  give ; 
May  they  but  glorify  thy  name. 
And  for  thy  kingdom  live. 

3  This  is  the  burthen  of  our  prayer, — 

And  when  from  as  they're  riven, 
May  they  be  objects  of  thy  care. 
And  heirs  at  last  of  heaven. 

418.  S.  M.  mother's  hymn  book. 

The  same. 

1  Thou  God  of  sovereign  grace. 

In  mercy  now  appear, 
We  long  to  see  thy  smiling  face, 
And  feel  that  thou  art  near. 

2  Our  children  take  to-day, 

O  Shepherd  of  thy  flock  ! 
And  -wash  the  stains  of  guilt  away 
Beside  the  smitten  rock. 

3  Thy  saving  health  impart,. 

O  Comforter  divine  ; 
Now  make  these  children  pure  in  heart. 
Make  them  entirely  thine. 

4  To-day  in  love  descend. 

Oh  come  this  precious  hour ; 
In  mercy  now  their  spirits  bend,^ 
By  thy  resistless  power. 

419.  C.  M.  mother's  hymn  book- 

The  same. 

1  O  Lord,  behold  us  at  thy  feet, 
A  needy  sinful  band  ; 
As  suppliants  round  the  mercy-seaf. 
We  come  at  thy  command. 
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2  'T  is  for  our  children  we  would  plead, 
The  children  thou  hast  given  ; 
Where  should  we  go  in  time  of  need. 
But  to  the  God  of  heaven  ? 

2  We  ask  not  for  them  wealth  or  fame, 
Amid  the  worldly  strife  : 
But  in  the  nll-pre vailing  name, 
We  ask  eternal  life. 

4  We  crave  the  Spirit's  quickening  grace 
To  make  them  pure  in  heart;. 
That  they  may  stamd  before  thy  face^ 
And  see  thee  as  thou  art. 

420.  C.  M. 

The  Lard's  my  Shepherd. 

\  The  Lord's  my  Shepherd,  I'll  not  want^ 
He  makes  me  down  to  lie ; 
In  pastures  green,  he  leadeth  me^ 
The  quiet  waters  by  : 

2  My  soul  he  doth  restore  again. 
And  me  to  walk  doth  make, 
Within  the  paths  of  righteousness,  ^1^ 

Ev'n  for  his  own  name's  sake.. 

•491.  'Ss  &  7s..  A.  C.  COXE. 

Morning  or  evening  worship. 

1  When  my  voice  at  morn  and  even. 

Seeks,  oh  Lord,  thy  gracious  ear — 
Let  the  incense  waft  to  heaven, 
Hear  the  vow — accept  the  tear. 

2  Oh  !  from  fault  and  hourly  weakness, 

Ixuard  me  first,  and  then  forgive; 
Saviour,  let  thy  love  and  meekness; 
Clothe  my  spirit  while  I  live. 
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3  Eve  to  eve,  and  morn  to  morninsf, 
Heaven  on  earth  shall  thus  display, 
Till  I  change,  at  thy  sweet  warning, 
Heaven  for  earth,  and  night  for  day. 

433.  7s.  CHURCHMAN' 

1  'T  is  the  hour  when  silent  thought 
Cometh  with  my  follies  fraught ; 
And  my  soul  within  me  dies ; 
Yet  to  heaven  I  lift  mine  eyes, 
Sighing,  as  I  bow  to  thee — 

Jesus  I  Saviour,  pity  me  !  i 

2  Pity,  Lord  !  by  all  the  woe 
Thou,  thyself,  didst  bear  below; 
Pity,  Lord,  the  child  of  dust — 
Free,  from  each  deceiving  lust, 
Him,  who  sorrowing  cries  to  thee — 
Jesus  !   Saviour,  pity  me  ! 


ti|pmm?thy  flock,  a  straying  lamb, 
Pender  Shepherd,  though  I  am  ; 
l\'ow,  upon  the  mountain  cold, 
Lost,  I  long  to  gain  the  fold. 
And  within  thine  arms  to  be  ; — 
Jesus  !  Saviour,  pity  me  I 


Oh  I  where  stillest  streams  are  pour(?d. 
In  green  pastures,  lead  me.  Lord  ! 
Bring  me  back,  where  angels  sound 
Joy  to  the  poor  wanderer  found — 
Evermore  m^^  Shepherd  be  ; — 
Jesus  I   Saviour,  pity  mc  ! 
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4!23.  Is  &  4s.  GEMS. 

Support  in  dcatii. 

1  When  the  vale  of  death  appears, 

Faint  and  cold  this  mortal  clay. 
Kind  Forerunner,  soothe  my  fears, 
Light  me  through  the  darksome  way  : 

Break  the  shadows, 
LTsher  in  eternal  day, 

2  Upward  from  this  dying  stale. 

Bid  my  waiting  soul  aspire  ; 
Open  thou  the  crystal  gate, 
To  thy  praise  attune  my  lyre  c 

Tlien  triumphant, 
I  will  join  th'  immortal  choir, 

.4^J[,  8?.  COWPER. 

Longing  to  depart. 

1  To  .lesus,  the  crown  of  my  hope, 

My  soul  is  in  haste  to  be  gone  ; 
O  bear  me,  ye  cherubim,  up, 

And  waft  me  away  to  his  throne. 

2  My  Saviour,  whom  absent  I  love, 

Whom  not  having  seen  T  adore  ; 
W^hose  name  is  exalted  above 

Ail  glory,  dominion,  and  power  :— 

.3  Dissolve  thou  these  bands  that  detain 
My  soul  from  her  portion  in  thee  • 
Oh  strike  off  this  adamant  chain. 
And  make  me  eternally  free. 

4  When  that  happy  era  begins, 

When  arrayed  in  thy  glories  I  shine^ 
Nor  grieve  any  more  by  my  sins 
TJie  bosom  on  which  1  recline  :— 
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5  Oh  then  shall  the  veil  be  removed 

And  round  ine  thy  brightness  be  poured  ; 
I  shall  meet  him  whom  absent  I  loved, 
Whom  not  having  seen  I  adored. 

42^.  8s.  ANDREW  REED. 

Heaven  desired. 
1  Oh  lend  me  the  wings  of  a  dove, 
To  fly  from  these  regions  of  woe; 
My  hopes  and  my  joys  are  above, 
And  thither  my  spirit  would  go. 
I  long  with  my  Saviour  to  rest, 

Beyond  the  assault  of  my  foes, 
And  lean  with  a  smile  on  his  breast  :--*  . 
No  pillow  can  yield  such  repose. 

2"  How  pleased  and  how  blessed  should  I  be, 

To  gaze  on  his  beauteous  face ; 
While  love  and  compassion  to  me 

Lend  every  expression  a  grace  ; — 
No  cloud  should  bewilder  my  sight, 

No  sigh  from  my  heart  should  arise ; 
But  filled  with  ecstatic  delight, 

All  tears  should  be  wiped  from  my  eyes 
3  Ah,  then  I  should  cease  to  offend 

The  Saviour  I  love  and  adore ; 
His  grace,  without  limit  or  end, 

Should  reign  in  my  heart  evermore] 
All  pure  as  the  angels  above. 

Each  thought  should  exult  in  his  namej; 
Each  passion  resigned  to  his  love, 

With  rapture  his  praise  should  proclaim 

430-  C.     M.  H.  K.  WHITE. 

The  Resurrection. 
1   Through  sorrow's  night,  and  danger's  path 
Amid  the  deepening  gloom, 
We,  soldiers  of  an  injured  King, 
Aye  march in£r  to  the  tomb. 
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2  There,  when  the  turmoil  is  no  more, 
And  all  our  powers  decay, 
Our  cold  remains  in  solitude 
Shall  sleep  the  years  away, 

^  OurJ^labors  done,  securely  laid 
In  this  our  last  retreat, 
Unheeded  o'er  our  silent  dust 
The  storms  of  life  shall  beat. 

4  Yet  not  thus  lifeless,  thus  inane, 

The  vital  spark  shall  lie, 
Far  o'er  life's  wreck  that  spark  shall  rise, 
To  seek  its  kindred  sky. 

5  These  ashes  too,  this  little  dust, 

Our  father's  care  shall  keep . 

Till  the  last  angel  rise  and  break 

The  long  and  dreary  sleep. 

6  Then  love's  soft  dew  o'er  every  eye    ' 

Shall  shed  its  mildest  rays, 
And  the  long  silent  dust  shall  burst 
With  shouts  of  endless  praise. 

427.  7s  &  6s.  SPIRITUAL  SCNGS.  • 

In  sickness. 

1'Before  thy  footstool  kneeling,  ' 

To  thee,  0  Lord,  we  cry, 
While  for  thy^gift  of  healing, 

We  raise  our  voice  on  high_^ 
Diseases  and  afflictions 

Thy  ready  servants  are  ; — 
Chastisements  and  corrections, 

To  quicken  us  m  prayer. 


i>54<  MlSCKLLAXKOl'S.    ^ri. 

'2  We  own  our  guilt  and  foiiy, 

But  tliou  cnnst  still  forcrive  ; 
And  thou,  most  high  and  holy-, 

Ciinst  bid  th-e  ^Hck  revi-e  : 
Thougii  now  cast  down  in  sorrow. 

In  darkness  and  distress, 
Jov  nsay  return  to-morrow, 

Through  thy  restoring  grace, 

^   At^  suppliants  now  before  thee, 

III  thy  great  name  we  plead  i 
Physician,  we  adore  thee, 

And  trembling  ask  thine  aid  : 
Before  thy  footstool  kneeling, 

To  thee,  to  thee  we  cry  ; — 
Send  down  thy  gift  of  healing, — 

On  thee  our  souls  rely. 


12 §.  8s  iSc  7s.  [Peculiar^   u.  s.  rsALMom' 

Invocation. 

1   Light  of  lights  !  our  path  ilhn-ning, 
Gently  now  thy  radiance  shed  ; 
That  'mid  flowers  forever  blooming. 

We  in  bliss  may  joyful  tread  ; 
From  the  gloom  that  lies  before  us 
To  thy  brightness  now  restore  us, 
AVhile  we  bow'  the  humble  head 


b' 


2  Kins  of  kings  !  who,  rjulf ng  kinJly, 
Bear' St  a  sceptre  giving|grace — 
Let  us  not  forever  hiindly 

Turn  away  and  shun  thy  face  ; 
May  wj  a'wMys  in  sub.nission, 
R  lise  to  thea  our  soul's  p3titio!i. 
Li  thia?  G.ir;!ily  dwelling-place. 
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3  Stream  of  streams  !  so  gently  flowing, 

Let  us  feel  thy  cleansing  wave, 
When  the  breath  of  love  is  blowing 

O'er  life's  waters,  till  they  lave 
Every  breast  that  needs  their  healing  ; 
Wash  away  each  sinful  feeling, 

Purify  our  souls  and  save. 

4  Sun  of  suns  !  our  pathway  cheering. 

With  thine  holy,  heavenly  light, 
Shine,  oh  shine  when  we  are  fearinir. 

When  the  lightning  flasheth  bright ; 
Rise  and  bless  'mid  wildest  dangers. 
Guide  us,  poor  bewildered  strangers,     . 

Dawning  through  our  darksome  night. 

5  Star  of  stars  !  so  brightly  glowing 

Mid  the  dreariest  gloom  around  ; 
Unto  every  sinner  showing 

Where  the  way  of  life  is  found  ; 
On  our  path  still  sweetly  shining, 
Banish  every  dark  repining, 

Till  in  us  all  joys  abound. 

4S9.  L-  ^I-  EPIS.  COLL 

Praise  to  the   Trinity. 

1  Father  of  all !  w^hose  love  profound 
A  ransom  for  our  souls  hath  found, 
Before  thy  throne  we  sinners  bend ; 
To  us  thy  pardoning  love  extend, 

2  Almighty  Son  !  incarnate  Word  ! 
Our  Prophet,  Priest,  Redeemer,  Lord  ! 
Before  thy  throne  we  sinners  bend ; 
To  us  thy  saving  grace  extend. 

3  Eternal  Spirit !  by  whose  breath 
The  soul  is  raised  from  sin  and  death, 
Before  thy  throne  we  sinners  bend , 
To  us  thy  quickening  power  extend. 
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A  Jehovah  !  Father,  Spirit,  Son  ! 
.Mysterious  Godhead  !  'I'hree  in  One! 
Betjre  thy  throne  we  sinners  bend  ; 
U»'oCt-',  pardon,  life,  to  us  extend. 

4SO.  Peculiar.       sacrkd  minstrf.l. 

Eiuening  Hymn. 

1  Fading,  still  fjiding,  the  last  beam  ie  sliining'^ 
Fatiier  in  heaven,  t!io  day  ia  (lerliiiitij;; — 
Safety  :ukI  iiiiioceiice  fly  with  the  liglit, 
Teinptfitioii  and  daui;;er  walk  forthwith  the  iii;^ht. 
Fffiin  the  fall  of  the  shade  till  the  morning  belle  chimtj 
Shield  nie  froiu  danger,  save  me  from  crime. 

2  Father  in  heaven,  oh,  hear  when  we  call, 
Hear  for  Christ's  sake,  who  is  Saviour  of  all ; 
Feeble  and  hiinting  we  trnst  in  thy  might, 

In  doubtif)g  ami  darkness  thy  love  be  our  light  ; 

Let  lis  sleep  on  thy  breiist  while  the  night  taper  burds; 

Wake  ill  thine  arms  when  the  morning  returns. 

431.  8s.  ANDREW  REED. 

Looking  to  Christ. 

1  Dkar  Saviour!  attend  to  my  prayer, 

That  seeks  for  relief  in  a  sigh  ; 
Fain  would  I  deposit  my  care, 

On  'the  Rock  that  is  higher  than  1.' 
My  fears  and  my  sorrows  abound, 

The  storm  of  affliction  runs  high, 
And  safety  alone  can  be  found 

In  'the  Rock  that  is  higher  than  1.' 

2  My  foes  have  encircled  my  way  ; 

Unable  to  stand  or  to  fly, 
I  look  with  distress  and  dismay, 

To  Hhe  Rock  that  is  higher  than  I.' 
My  sins  and  transgressions  appear, 

And  tell  me  that  vengeance  is  nigh ; 
Oh  hide  me  from  all  that  I  fear, 

In  'thr  Kock  that  is  hiffhcr  than  !■' 
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3  Perplexed,  overwhelmed,  and  oppressed, 

I  scarcely  can  utter  a  cry  ; 
Dear  Saviour  !  come,  lead  me  to  rest 

On  'the  Rock  that  is  higher  than  L' 
Then  I'll  smile  in  the  midst  of  my  woes, 

And  cast  a  fond  look  to  the  sky, 
And  shout  with  my  foot  on  my  foes, 

To  'the  Rock  that  is  higher  than  I.' 

43Q.  8s,  7s  &z  4s.         rippon's  «el-. 

Dismission. 

Lord,  dismiss  us  with  thy  blessing, 
Fill  our  hearts  with  love  and  praise. 

Let  us  each  thy  love  possessing, 
Triumph  in  redeeming  grace, 

0  refresh  us  ! 
Traveling  through  this  wilderness. 

433.  Ss  &  7s.  NEWTON, 

Doxology. 

1  Mat  the  grace  of  Christ.[our  Saviour, 

And  the  Father's  boundless  love, 
With  the  Holy  Spirit's  favor, 
Rest  upon  us  from  above ! 

2  Thus  may  we  abide  in  union, 

With  each  other  and  the  Lord  ; 
And  possess,  in  sweet  communion, 
Joys  which  earth  cannot  afford. 

434.  Ss   &    7s.  ANONYMOUS. 

Go  in  Peace. 
1  Go  in  peace — serene  dismission 

To  the  loving  heart  made  known , 
Whenfit*pours  in  deep  contrition 
Prayer  before  the  eternal  thron?. 
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2  Go  in  pence  !   thy  sins  foi'i^ivpn. 

C'iiri.st  hath  healed  thee,  set  thee  free  : 
Cvery  spirit-letter  riven, 
Go  in  peace,  and  liberty  I 

4-35-  Bs  "5*^   ~"^-  BICKRRSTr.TII. 

C/osing  Hjfinn. 
1   TgRAEh's  Shepherd,  cfuide  me,  feed  me, 
'rhroiifxh  my  pilgrimage  below, 
And  beside  the  waters  lead  me, 
Where  thy  flock  rejoicing  go. 

'Z  Lord,  thy  o-yardian  presence  ever, 
Meekly  kneelinir,  I  implore  ; 
J  have  found  thee,  and  would  never, 
Never  wander  from  thee  more. 

4til>.  L.     M.  WATTS. 

Doro/ogi/. 

1  Fiio-^i  v.\]  that  dwell  below  the  skies, 
Let  the  Crv^^ator's  praise  arise  ; 

i^et.  the  Redeemer's  name  be  sung, 
Through  every  land,  by  every  tongue, 

2  Eternal  are  thy  mercies.  Lord  ; 
Eternal  truth  attends  thy  word  : 

Thy  praise  shall  sound  from  shore  to  shore, 
Till  suns  shall  rise  and  set  no  more. 


T  H  V.    i:  N  r> . 


